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THE PARVENU. 



Produced at the Court TJieatre, London, April 8, 188S, 

Cast at the Court Theatr& 

Sir Fulke Pettigrkw (of the 

Warren) Mr. Kemble. 

Mb. Ledqer, M.P. (of Pagnett 

Royal) Mr. Anson. 

The Hon. Charles Tracey Mr. Clayton. 

Claude Glynnb Mr. Forbes-Robertson. 
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Scene.—" No Man's Land-" (separating the Warren and 
Pagnett Royal). 

Three weeks are supposed to pass between Acts I. and II., 
and a night between Acts II. and III. 



THE PARVENU. 



ACT I. 



Scene. — " No Man's Land." A strip of picturesque wood- 
Tandy separating the Warren (b.) and Pagnett Royal 
(L..). On the extreme r. is a J>roken wooden fence^ 
overgrown with lichens and ivy, and having a gap in 
it. On the l. is a pretentious red-hrick wall, with 
ornamented iron gates, gilded, etc. Stage turfed, and 
much broken up. River crosses Stage at hack. En- 
trance R. hy river path. Tree practicable l. c. 

(Charles Tbacet lying up stage, b., reading ** RufTs 
Turf Guid^,") 

(Enter Sib Fulke Pettiqrew, r. 2 e., with letters and 
** Field,'*) 

Sir p. {looking at letters) Duns, of course. " Crum- 
mels, Bread and Biscuit Baker. Being in pressing want 
of money — " Bah! So am I in want of money. What 
right has a confounded baker to live beyond his means? 
Deuce take the post; one is never out of range of its 
infernal penny popgun. After such a week at Ascot, 
too. Lost £400, and where the dickens that's to come 
from — (sees Charlie) Good morning, Charlie. 

Chas. Ah, Uncle Fulke! That you? 

Sir F. (aside) Shall I consult him? No, Charlie 
doesn't bet; he's not tainted with the family weakness, 
though he is my sister's son. He's down here reading 
for the Church. I won't corrupt his morals. 

Chas. (reading, aside) " Lady Alice, by Scapegrace, 
from Grey Duchess " — not a bad pedigree. The Scape- 
graces are all fast, but they can't stay, so with 51bs. the 
best of the weights, my filly, Jemima, ought to win. 
Yes; I shall lump my money on Jemima, (puts hand 
into pocket, and produces some silver. money and a blank 

3 



4 THE PABVENU. 

hill stamp) My money* by Jove! Seven and sixpence* 
plus X — representing the unknown value of a blank bill 
stamp. 

Sib F. Still at the mill, Charlie? What are you 
reading? Theology, eh? 

Chas. {aside} '* RufTs Turf Guide." (aloud) Not 
exactly; it's a "Treatise on Race" 

Sib. F. Ha! {aside) How proud his poor mother 
would have been of him! 

Chas. (aside) He little knows I've got a three-year- 
old in training, and a match on for a hundred a side. 

Sib F. I never was a reading man. Boys were sent to 
my school to be made gentlemen; not Latin and Greek, 
and spelling, and all that confounded charity school- 
board sort of thing. With you. it's different; you're en- 
tered for the family living, and you've come down here 
to train. 

Chas. A neat thing in parsons I shall be. 

Sib F. Why not? It ought to suit you to a T. You're 
not clever, and so all the more likely to be orthodox. 
Some day, by George, if you don't take care, they'll be 
making you a Bishop — ^lawn sleeves, '34 port, and all the 
rest of it. Meanwhile, the family living will soon be 
vacant 

Chas. Confound the family living! 

Sir F. a snug £800 a year. 

Chas. Money! money! The universal cry. 

Sib F. Egad, you're right. I'm reminded of that by 
every post. Ha! if I had money as I once had 

Chas. You'd spend it, Uncle Fulke, as you always 
did. 

Sir F. By George, you're right. I've been a harum- 
scarum improvident dog; but though I ran through my 
fortune, I spent it like a gentleman. 

Chas. Turf, play, and — diamond bracelets. 

Sib F. Now I'm an out-at-elbow, grey-headed old fel- 
low, waiting for the crash to come, (sits) 

Chas. The crash? Is it as bad as that? 

Sir F. My dear boy, I may be frank with you — you 
are one of us. Though I still cling to the old place, there 
isn't a clod of earth or a twig of timber that isn't mort- 
gaged — except this strip. 

Chas. " No Man's Land "—to which the title's a little 
doubtful. 

Sir. F. (testily) Doubtful? Ng doubt at all about it, 
in my mind; altho' my neighbour, Mr. Ledger, thought 
proper to say it belonged to him. I commenced an 
action, but I didn't fight. The fellow's rich. 
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Chas. And chancdry suits are matters of cheque book. 
Bo you agreed to call it neutral ground. 

Sib F. The idea has its advantages. Ledger, though 
a worthy fellow in his way, is — well, in plain words — 
he's a low-bred cad. I can't stand him. And as we meet 
here every day, it does instead of asking him to the 
house. 

Chas. And this is the man who will marry Lena. 

Sib p. Why not? He's not exactly the pick of the 
field, but he'll take the bit beautifully. Lena will do 
what she likes with him — spend his money en princesse. 
When a man like Ledger marries a woman like Lena, the 
busband isn't asked for — he's out of the race — his pedi- 
gree and public form don't matter a*brass farthing. 

Chas. Marriages are made in heaven — By Jove, the 
preliminaries are settled — elsewhere. 

Sir F. After all, if Lena marries for money, she'll 
only be following the traditions of her family. My wife 
was the daughter of a Ludgate Hill tradesman, and — 
isees Lady P.) H'm, here she comes. 

{Enter Lady Pettigrew, r. 2 e.) 

Lady P. Dear me, Fulke! Sitting in the sun with 
your head. 

Sib F. My dear, I can't sit in the sun without my 
bead. 

Lady P. You m4ght cover it with an umbrella; but you 
never do hide your weak points. Good morning, Charlie. 
iaita) You were out early, before I was down. 

Chas. Yes, I like to be out early, inside) before 
you're dovhi. 

Lady P. Fulke, I want to tell you, I've been consider- 
ing dear Gwendolen's future establishment. I've quite 
decided upon Park Lane. 

Sib F. Very nice; so handy for my club. 

Lady P. My rooms will, of course, face the park. 

Chas. But what does Mr. Ledger say? 

Lady P. Mr. Ledger has not been asked to ofter an 
opinion. Mr. Ledger is going to marry our daughter; 
but it is a parent's duty to provide a home for their 
child. Even the brutes recognize that obligation. 

Sib F. Quite so; admirably put. 

Lady P. I hope I do not rank below a brute? 

Chas. {aside) As soldiers say, " with, but after." 

Lady P. Mr. Ledger knows what is due to us. 

Chas. But as Ledger's money will pay the piper 

hADY P. Whftt of that? His money* The sentiment 
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of a shopkeeper. I presume you inherit the instrncts of 
your order. 

Chas. I'm not so sure. I fancy my instincts some- 
times get out of order — like a musical box that has gone 
wrong; when it ought to play the Old Hundredth, it 
strikes up a comic song. 

Sir p. Never forget your birth, my boy. 

Chas. I'm not likely to do that, although I was so 
young at the time. My brother Jack and I are twins 
— at least, he's seven minutes my senior, if we weren't 
mixed, which is quite possible. Jack's a peer, with 
£30,000 a year; I'm a commoner with £300. Pate and 
primogeniture have made him my superior. So he'll 
help to direct the destinies of England, while I distribute 
soup tickets. And all through my procrastination in 
being born. 

Lady P. All the same, you are a Tracey. Your pedi- 
gree may still bring you fortune. You may ally yourself 
to wealth. 

Chas, Marry for money? Not I. A family name is a 
thing to maintain, not a thing to live upon. 

Lady P. I appreciate your sneer; you allude to 
Gwendolen's marriage with Mr. Ledger. 

Sir p. But, my dear, Lena has not yet accepted the 
fellow. 

Lady P. She has not yet been asked; that was my 
wish. It must be broken to her carefully. The alliance 
is most desirable. Mr. Ledger is a worthy man. 

Chas. He's worth eight hundred thousand pounds. 

Lady P. What can we do? We are over head and ears 
in debt. 

Chas. Economise. 

Lady P. We can't afCord to, we are too poor; the 
tradespeople wouldn't like it. 

Chas. Hang the tradespeople! 

Lady P. We should possibly have done so — 500 years 
ago. In those good old feudal days nobility was power. 
An empty larder was soon replenished. As chatelaine, 
I should have brought the spur upon the dish, and a hun- 
dred lances would have started on the foray; but now ^ 

Chas. There's a village policeman and hard labour. 

Sir p. Yes; everything is going to the deuce. Old 
families are being hunted out by a confounded set of new 
nobodies. Birth and breeding can't stand against bank- 
ers* books. 

Lady P. True; so our only chance is in friendly alli- 
ance. With Mr. Ledger as a son-in-law 

^ Chas. But Lena Will hate the feilow. 
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Lady P. Possibly; Gwendolen is a girl of defined and 
artistic tastes. 

Chas. a wife should love and honour her husband. 

Lady P. I have no wish for my daughter to be so 
peculiar. 

(Ledger heard approaching.) 

Led. (without, l.) Don't tell me! 

Lady P. Hush, he's coming. We must treat him 
ciTilly, at least for the present. 

Led. (without) If that halloe ain't out in bloom in 
less than a week, you'll have to go. (enters through 
gate, l.) A hundred years indeed! Morning,' my lady! 
How d'ye do. Sir Fulke? I've just been haying it out 
with that 'ead gardener of mine. 

Sib F. Oh! indeed! 

Led. I give the fellow £300 a year, and a 'ouse to live 
in, and as many 'ands as he wants lor 'elps, and the lazy 

scoundrel (sees Chas.) Ah! Mr. Tracey, 'ard at 

your lessons, I see. 

Chas. We were talking of you. Extolling your 
numerous virtues. 

Led. (to Lady P. ) Eh! What's he mean? 

Chas. Yours are the most commendable virtues. A 
fine house, a large estate, and lots of money. 

Ladx p. He's only joking. 

Sib p. By George, sir! you've got the best of the joke. 
Pagnett Royal is a princely place. 

Chas. You haven't owned it long? 

Led. About three years. It belonged to the De Vigne 
family before that. I bought it when young Sir Percy 
went to smash. 

Chas. Gambling? 

Led. Yes. 

Chas. Turf? 

Led. Stock Exchange. There was a great commercial 
panic three years ago; it ruined hundreds. I bought 
Pagnett Royal out of that. Yes, it's a slap-up place — the 
real, genuine, nobby thing — dungeons, draughts, and a 
haunted room. 

Chas. I slept in it three years ago. 

Leo. And you haven't been in the 'ouse since? You 
wouldn't know the place. I've had all the stonework 
scraped clean — made it look as good as new. I've turned 
the chapel into a skittle alleys 

Chas. (in horror) The chapel? 
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GwEN. Well, I had been sketching in D^ne Hollow, 
and coming back I took the near cut through Love 
Lane 

Led. Where the man was murdered! 

Chas. Men always are murdered in Love Lane. 

MoL. Question! 

GwEN. I was half-way down when a man — a tnqnp — 
stepped from behind a tree and asked for money. I gave 
him some pence and was passing on — when he seized my 
wrist and made a clutch at this gold locket. 

MoL. Lena! 

Chas. By Jove! 

Led. Where was the village policeman? 

MoL. Down at the rectory, beating carpets. No, to- 
day's Friday — he'd be mowing the doctor's lawn. Gee 
up, Lena! 

GwEN. He was a big, strong fellow, and though I 
struggled, I could not get away my hand. He swore, 
and told me not to make a fuss — and then he gave my 
wrist a wrench that hurt, and I turned coward and cried 
out. • 

Led. And then 

MoL. Man No. 2 appeared. 

Chas. A British sailor, who shivered his timbers and 
refused to see a female in distress. 

GwEN. No, a gentleman. 

Chas. How do you know? 

GwEN. Becaij^e I do. 

Chas. Unanswerable reason. 

Led. How was he dressed? 

GwEN. I didn't notice. 

MoL. What was he like? 

GwEN. So handsome! Tall, brown hair, and lovely 
eyes. 

MoL. (gives a grim smile, then with a look of pity at 
Ledger) How was he dressed, indeed? 

Chas. But what about the tramp? 

GwEN. I had cried out two or three times, when I 
heard the sound of some one breaking through the hedge, 
and the next moment I saw the fellow lying in the ditch. 

Led. Good! 

MoL. How lovely and romantic! Oh, Lena, you lucky 
girl! 

GwEN. I turned round 

Chas. To thank your unknown preserver, when your 
eyes fell on a noble-looking youth of some six-and-twenty 
summers — crisp, curly hair, hazel orbs, and all the rest 
of it. " To be continued in our next." 
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Mot. Who conld lie be? 

Ghas. Some cockney tourist. 

Led. Or a bagman going his rounds. 

MoL. An unknown man in these desert regions. He 
must be a ** stray." Somebody ought to catch him. 

Led. I must send some one to catch that tramp. 

MoL. Yes, for you're a justice of the peace. Tou must 
vindicate the majesty of the law. 

Led. True! I wonder what the law is? Six years, I 
think — or is it six months ?x I ain't sure. 

GwEN. Let him go, poor wretch, he looked starving. 

Led. That's no excuse in law. 

MoL. Suppose he couldn't get work, then how was he 
to live? 

Chas. a social riddle that everybody gives up. 

Led. The solution is edication. With edication, 
would this tramp have committed highway robbery? 

Chas. Probably not. (goes up — aside) He woul4 
most likely have promoted companies. 

MoL. (to Chas., who is tying a fly to fishing line) 
Are you going to try for some trout to-day? 

Led. (to Gwen.) How that fellow must have fright- 
ened you. 

GwEN. Frightened me? Oh, no; he was courteous 
and gentle. 

Led. Gentle! Why, the scoundrel bruised your wrist. 

GwEN. Oh, you mean the tramp! 

Mot. (to Chas.) What's the dodge to catch them? 

Chas. (emphasizing the significance of the speech) 
First attract your victim with something bright; hide 
the fatal hook with an artificial innocence — I mean an 
artificial fly; and when he's caught, play him here and 
there until at last, when he's quite exhausted, you land 
your prize and end the sport. 

MOL. {matter of fact — not seeing the allusion) 
Wouldn't a worm do just as well? 

Led. {to GwEN.) I often ask her ladyship and Sir 
Fulke, but they hardly ever come. 

GwEN. We are too poor to entertain. 

Led. But I'm not. Because your father's got no 
money, am I to have no pleasure in spending mine? 
Etiquette is all 'umbug. 

MoL. I should like to try for something big — ^If I 
could catch 

Chas. A coronet? 

MoL. What do you mean? 

Led. I wish you'd come to-day, my grounds are look- 
ing A 1. 
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GwEN. Not half 80 nice as " No Man's Land/' where 
the flowers run wild, and don't look stiff and prim» as it 
they were afraid of spoiling their Sunday frocks. 

Led. And yet I keep sixteen gardeners. 

Chab. Well, rumour says so. 

MoL. Then rumour had better mind itself. I am 
not engaged to Lord Lackland, and I ought to know. 

Chab. But your father says so. 

MoL. My father! Fiddlesticks! He gives it out be- 
cause the wish is father to the girl — I mean the thought. 
What right has he, or any one to dispose of me, I should 
like to know? 

Chas. But Lord Lackland is a marquis. 

MoL. Tes; with a big red nose, and sprawly feet, and 
sandy hair — he's always drinking brandy and soda, and 
he blacks his face and plays the bones. 

Led. Tou must come and stay with Molly, when we 
go to town. 

GwEN. A London season! A month's feasting on 
music and pictures! 

Led. Tou shall go where you please, and do what you 
please. Money sha'n't stand in the way. 

GwEN. Do you know any great artists? 

Led. (scornfully) Not I, indeed! 

GwEN. Nor musicians? 

Led. No; but I'll Hre some, to please you. 

GwEN. Hire some? 

Led. Yes. They're all to be 'ad at so much a 'ead. 

GwEN. I cannot come. 

Led. Why, pray? What's the difficulty? 

GwEN. The great one of ways and means. 

Led. Now, why can't you let me 

GwEN. (rising — with frigid dignity) Let you wTuit, 
Mr. Ledger? 

Led. I don't exactly know, (aside) I'd pay a thou- 
sand pounds if that gall 'd let me give her fifty. 

GwEN. I must go in now. Good-bye for the present, 
Molly. 

MoL. Going, dear? (quizzing) Ain't you afraid of 
meeting — ^h'm — the tramp? 

Led. By Jingo, yes! 

GwEN. (aside) How happy they look; it would be 
doing them a good turn to leave them alone, (aloud) 
Mr. Ledger, perhaps it is a little unsafe. Do you mind 
going with me? 

Led. To the end of the world! 

GwEN. Eh? 

I^ed. I mean as far as the 'ouse. 
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(Exeunt Ledger and Gwendolen, b 2 e.) 

MoL. {calling after Ledger) Don't be late for lunch, 
papa! (to Charlie) He doesn't hear me. 

Chas. No; Love is deaf as well as blind. Tour re- 
spected parent is quite spoons, but Lena doesn't recipro- 
cate. They're not exactly well matched. 

MoL. Love levels all things. 

Chas. It don't level people's ages. She's seventeen; 
he's fifty-one. Three times as old as Lena. When she's 
thirty, he'll be 

MoL. Ninety — any dunce knows that. Dear old fel- 
low, I hope he won't marry again. I want him to be 
happy, and a woman must be a dreadful thing to under- 
take. You don't know how good and kind he is. 

Chas. Oh, yes I do. He brought you here to live, and 
then he gave us " No Man's Land." 

MoL. Tes. Sir Fulke declared the boundary mark of 
his estate was there (l.); papa said it was ever over 
there (r.) by the walnut-tree. 

Chas. And so they threatened to go to law. 

MoL. Yes; and musty old maps were rummaged out, 
and old Simon Skeggs, who was bumped at bounds when 
he was a little boy, was examined, but they couldn't find 
any marks. 

Chas. On old Skeggs? 

MoL. No, on the land, of course. It's the prettiest, 
shadiest, romanticest spot for ever so far. Won't you 
miss it when you go away? 

Chas. Awfully! 

MoL. And you're going soon? 

Chas. I've got another month. 

MoL. Don't you call that soon? 

Chas. {taking her hand sentimentally) A man may 
live a lifetime in a month. 

MoL. {naively) Yes, if he dies when he's four weeks 
old. 

Chas. (a^ide) Sentiment is wasted here, {distant 
church chimes half -hour) 

MoL. Half-past ' one, and I haven't given cook her 
orders for dinner. Good-bye, for the present. 

Chas. Must you go? 

MoL. {going) I shall be out again before lunch 
{looking at Charlie archly) — if anybody wants to know. 
{exit, L., through gates) 

Chas. {alone) What a jolly little girl she is! It's 
a pity she's so disgustingly rich. Some fortune-hunting 
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ruffian will get hold of her. Rumour says Lord Lack- 
land's the man. He's only got his title and delirium 
t^emenB, but he's a marquis, and his tarnished coronet 
wants regllding. Ledger can't resist a marquis, the old 
boy's too true a Radical for that. Now, if she hadn't a 
penny— well, I should be too poor to marry her — but as 
she's rioh, I'm too proud. 

{Enter Olaude in punt toith ferryman, b.) 

Ferryman, {to Claude) If you'll speak to that gen- 
tleman a sittin' there. 

(Claude gives him coin, he goes off in punt,) 

CuAS. Hullo! a stranger. 

Clau. {getting out of punt) I'm trying to find Sir 
Fulke Pettigrew. 

CiTAS. He'll be here in a few moments, if you don't 
mind waiting. 

Clau. Thanks, I will. You've some glorious scenery 
about here. 

Chas. I'm afraid so. I hate glorious scenery. 

Clau, Indeed. Why? 

CiiAS. Someone's always making you climb up some- 
thing, or go down somewhere, or walk for miles in a 
scorching sun to see some confounded place you don't 
care a straw about. A famous view, or an object of local 
interest, means nature vulgarised with cockney pic-nics, 
and a foreground of torn newspapers. Do you smoke? 

Clau. Thanks, but I prefer a pipe, {produces pipe, 
etc. ) I came across a superb view this morning, with an 
object of local interest in the foreground. It was about 
half a mile from here; the place, I think, was called 
Love Lane. 

Chas. Love Lane? {aHde) By Jove! Lena's bruiser. 
{aloud) Was it you who rescued a young lady? She 
happens to be my cousin. 

Clau. Your cousin? The object of interest in the 
foreground. 

Chas. Yes. She told us all about it. Let me thank 
you. 

Clau. Oh! it was nothing. Do you want a light? 
{gives fusee box) 

Chas. Thank you. 

Clau. {looking off) The heroine of my adventure! 

Chas. That's Sir Fulke. 
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Clau. (aside) She's very pretty. 

Chas. • {looking at fusee box) What's this? A coro- 



net? 



(Enter Sib B^lke and Gwendolen, r.) 



Sib F. My dear sir, my daughter has told me about 
her peril, and all that, and I'm tremendously obliged — 
tremendously! 

Clau. Really, Sir Pulke, I did nothing — only knocked 
a blackguard down; and to do that with the law on one's 
side is a luxury not to be lightly missed. 

Sib F. Just so. Just so. 

Chas. '{aside) He isn't a bagman. 

Clau. I am anxious to sketch the old weir 

GWEN. {aside) An artist! 

Clau. And hearing that the estate is yours 

Sib F. Of course — delighted. Go where you please. 
Consider the place your own. 

{Enter Lady Pettigbew, b.) 

Lady P. Dear me, a strange man talking to Gwendo- 
len, {to Sib F.) Who is he? 

Sib F. The young fellow who knocked down the 
tramp. 

Lady P. A planned thing. I daresay the tramp was 
bribed to be knocked down. What is he? 

Sib F. Pon't know wjiat he is — but— certainly a gen- 
tleman.* 

Lady P. I'm not so sure of that. What has he come 
here for? 

Sib F. Wants to sketch something or other. 

Lady P. An artist! Some itinerant sign painter who 
does Red Lions and Green Dragons. I cannot have him 
encouraged here. I don't like the look of him at all. 

Sib F. Oh, hang it all! he looks a gentleman. 

Lady P. A mere tailor's voucher — his appearance is 
ippst objectionable. He is young and good-looking — the 
sort of fellow a girl would admire, and I don't wish to 
unsettle Gwendolen's mind. 

Sib F. Think we ought to ask him to lunch? 

Lady P. Certainly not. Take him away at once and 
lose him. 

GwEN. This is such a dull place; there is nothing 
here to tempt you to stay. 

Clau. Enough to make me stay a lifetime. 

GwEN. A lifetime? 
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Clau. I mean for several days. 

Lady P. (aside) I must put a stop to this, (aloud) 
Sir Fulke will walk with you as far as Pender's Cliff. 

Sib F. (aside) Oh, dear! 

Ladt p. a charming subject for your pencil; and 
further away you'll find an old cottage — no roof and 
everything dirty— Just the place an artist would revel in. 

Clau. You are very kind. 

Lady P. (looking in another direction, it.) Gwendo- 
len, my love, I think that is the post-bag. Be ^ood 
enough to tell them to send my letters here. 

GwEN. (aside) I could have shown him the way to 
Pendor's Cliff better than papa, (exit, b. 2 e.) 

Sib F. (going towards a u. e.) Our nearest way is 
by the river. 

Clau. (looking after Gwendolen, b. 2 5.) She's aw- 
fully pretty! 

Sib F. I beg your pardon. 

Clau. I'm quite ready. 

Sib F. About ten minutes' steady walking— 

(Glynne is going after Gwendolen, Sib Fulke Petti- 
GBEW corrects him.) 

— in this direction. 

(Exeunt Sib Fulke Pettigbew and Claude, b. u. e.) 

Lady P. She seems interested in the fellow already. 
Ha! Who'd be a mother with daughters? She's sentry 
on perpetual guard, until the relief comes in the form of 
a husband. 

Chas. (aside toith fusee box) An earl's coronet! 

Lady P. Are you there, Charles? What are you 
doing? 

Chas. I'm am looking for a light in this fusee box. 

Lady P. So imprudent of Sir Fulke to encour- 
age strangers; the fellow may be a pickpocket. Pick- 
pockets always are strangers. 

Chas. He may not be what he seems. 

Lady P. True! In these days of school-boards and 
tourist-suits one cannot be too suspicious. 

(Enter Sebvant with letters, etc, b.) 

Lady P. Only one. 

Sebv. That is all, my lady, (gives newspaper to 
Chablie, then exit) 

Lady P. (looking at envelope) From Florence Gush- 
more. 
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Chas. (toith paper) Nothing new. (reads) " Im- 
perial Parliament. Scene in the House." * Nothing new. 

Ladt p. (reading) A charming letter from dear 
Lady Gushmore. 

Chas. " Latest Leger betting, 6 to 1 Lollipop." I shall 
back her for another 50. 

Ladt P. (reads) " P. S. — I have just heard news that 
may interest you, and perhaps dear Gwendolen. Lord 
Clydesdale, who has lately succeeded to the earldom and 
estates, worth 80,000 a year at least, is said to be in your 
neighbourhood. He is travelling incognito" (in alarm) 
Dear me, a strange man was catching tittlebats in our 
pond this morning, and I had him threatened with the 
police for trespass! 

Chas. (reads) " If Titsey-Witsey will return to her- 
disconsolate Popsey-Wopsey, all will be forgiven." 

Lady P. Charles, do you know anything of Lord Cly- 
desdale? 

Chas. Lord Clydesdale? Very little. He died about 
six months ago. 

Lady P. But the present Lord Clydesdale? 

Chas. O, I fancy I've read somewhere that the present 
peer is " a young man of twenty-five, and likely to win 
renown in whatever arena he may choose to enter." The 
usual newspaper flourish, you know. 

Lady P. (aside) Incognito! To think that " Brown " 
or " Jones " may hide an earl and 80,000 a year. 

Chas. Our friend, the sign painter 

Lady P. Ha! What of him? 

Chas. Well, he's rather choice in the matter of match- 
boxes, (gives fusee tox to Lady Pettigbew) Neat, isn't 
it? 

Lady P. (aside) What's this? A coronet and crest! 
And here, two crossed C's! C for Clydesdale! The man 
himself! And I've sent him away! He must come back. 
(to Charlie) Very nice, a little present from some 
patron, no doubt. By the way, Charles, that young fel- 
low behaved well — it was brave of him to attack that 
tramp, tramps are so dreadfully dirty. We should not 
be wanting in gratitude. Sir Fulke seems disinclined 
to ask him to lunch. I wish you'd follow them and bring 
him back. Say I shall be distressed if he does not come. 

Chas. All right, (aside) The coronet has done that. 

Lady P. There they are, crossing Pender's Creek. 

Chas. Three hundred yards in a blazing sun! (going 
out, aside) Well, needs must when aunt Helen drives. 
(exit, B. u. E.) 

Lady P. The Earl of Clydesdale! It is providential. 

2 
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Nothing could have happened better. I'll keep my dis- 
covery a secret, Gwendolen is so romantic. So long as 
she thinks him poor, she's likely to feel an Interest In 
him; but if she knew he was a parti, she would hate hitn 
at once — that is the usual ingratitude of girls. Yes, it 
will be better in every way. So long as we welcome him 
as a mere nobody, he will not suspect us of interested 
motives, and I shall be a pleasing contrast to all those 
managing mothers who have doubtless marked him for 
their own. 

(Enter Gwendolen with novel.) 

Gwendolen, my dear, why don't you use a sunshade? 
You're getting quite healthy-looking. You really should 
take more care of yourself. What are you reading? 

GwEN. *' Lord of Himself." 

Lady P. Ah! very nice. Lord who did you say? 

Gw£N. " Lord of Himself." The name of the book. 

Lady P. Pshaw! Trashy novels! Filling your head 
with pernicious rubbish, (playfully) And so you've 
been playing the part of maiden in distress? Your 
knight errant is very handsome. A most distinguished- 
looking young man. 

GwEN. You treated him so coldly. 

Lady P. Nonsense! You would not have me embrace 
the man? 

GwEN. (looking oft) He's coming back with papa and 
Charlie! 

Lady P. Of course, to lunch. But I wish to caution 
you, my love; you may see much of this young man dur* 
ing the next few days. He is dreadfully good-looking, 
but he is poor, no doubt. My Gwendolen is a girl of 
sense. Need I say more? (aside) Now she'll fall in 
love with him, as a matter of course. 

(Enter Sir Fulke, Claude and Charlie, r. u. e.) 

Sir F. What is it, my love? 

Lady P. I did not know it was so late. Mr. Glynne 
will lunch with us, I hope? 

Clau. You are very kind. 

Lady P. Are you staying in this neighbourhood for 
long? 

Clau. For a day or two, at the ** White Hart." 

Lady P. A day or two? There is work for your 
brush about here for a month at least. But you must 
not remain at the " White Hart." 
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Sib P. iaside^ Eh! What's this? 

Clau. Hut I've engaged a room. 

Lady P. Then, you really must not occupy It; the 
cooking there is atrocious. 

Sib F. (aside) Helen certainly lies superbly — I shall 
end by believing her myself. • 

Lady P. Ours is but a humble shelter — though in days 
gone by Royalty has honoured it. But if you will put 
up with homely fare, we can at least promise you a 
cordial welcome. 

Clau. You are very kind, {aside) Hospitable sort 
of country this. 

Sir F. (to Lady Pettigrew) What does it all mean? 

Lady P; (*o Sib Fulke Pettiobew) Don't interfere. 

GwEN. {to Charles) What can have happened to 
mamma, Charlie? 

Chas. Slight mental derangement, I fancy. 

Sir F. {to Charles) A stranger! It's rank mad- 
ness! 

Chas. Exactly, rank madness, {aside) That cor6- 
net! 

Lady P. Then it's settled. You stay at the Warren. 
Remember^ we are indebted to you for a great service. 
But, dear me, how very absurd! we are quite unknown 
to one another. Suppose I introduce our little citcle. 
My husband, as you know, is Sir Fulke Pettigrew. I 
fear you must remember that distressing case of bigamy 
by the Marquis of Melton — ^the marquis is my husband's 
cousin. My daughter, Gwnedolen, and yourself are al- 
ready friends. My nephew, Mr. Tracey, is reading for 
.the Church; that is, for his family living. Possibly you 
may know his brother, the Earl of Isleworth? 

Clau. I have not that pleasure, {aside) This De- 
brett business is rather oppressive. 

{Enter Ledger, r., and Molly, l.) 

Lady P. This is Mr. Ledger. He is not one of us; he 
is our neighbour. I think there is nothing more to say 
of Mr. Ledger? 

Led. Except that he's M. P. for Puddlecombe, has got 
the best shooting in the county, some '34 port, and some 
cigars that are tobacco, and that he'll be glad to see you 
whenever you like to cut your mutton at Pagnett Royal. 

Clau. With pleasure! 

Mol. {to Charles) Who's that? 

Chas. Lena's avenger. 

Mol. He looks nice. 
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Ci.AtT. In my turn allow me to deacrite myself. Mr 
namfl It Cl&ude Glynne, of nowhere for very long; by 
p^ofeBBit^n i am an artist, by repute, nothine — ^for I ifea.r 
very tew have even beard of my existence. 
La0t p. ioHde) How well be plays his part! 
Clau, I came bere in search of the picturesque (looA:- 
ing toii^Tds Gwendolen) and have found the beautiful, 
R«<i a welcome that will always be a delightful memory. 
Lai>y p. {to Sia FuLKK Pkttigbew) Charming young 
man. Perfect breeding, (aside) How wonderfully lie 
keepa it \ipl 

Miiu Ihi'B spoons on Lena. 
Cm 4a, Think so? 

Mou Syre. Don't you see how foolish he looks? 
CuAH. Then if there isn't a shindy before long I'll eat 
uiy — ( gon g heard, R. ) —Lunch. 

l.ATiY p. D^ar me! two o'clock, {to Sir Fulke Pet- 
TianKw > My sunshade. 

Moi., Tm not going in; I've got three big apples and 
some biKterscotch. 

V^tihH. \ yfi^Yi you'd ask me to lunch with you. 
Moi.. v«ry well— I do. 
Lauy p. Gwendolen, dear, where are you? 
^*^i>. (to Gwendolen) I'll walk a bit of the way with 
y™^ t?>ell heard, L.) 

^^i>v P (cutting in between Ledger and Gwendoi-en 
^^<^ 1.KIWER) I think that is your luncheon bell, {to 
Q^iSNuiiUEN) My love, will you show Mr. Glynne the 
Way? 

^iH p Deuce take it, Helen, Mr. ^^ger— - 
l^Ai>rp (a^U) Do^^^ ^^'"^^^ My dear, 

your am; 

(CLiLUDE and GwENDOiisN go oft. K. 2 E.) 

'^^^- Snubbed, by Ji^g^- 

t\fi c oittina under tree, apple. Lady 

Al^tLt pives CHARi^ES, sttuny ^^^,g ^^^ Tableau 

^^uicfc Act Drop.) 

j^D OF FWST ACT. 
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ACT 11. 

Scene. — The same. Boat moored, o. Sunset effect, to 
change to twilight, and moonlight, as the Act pro- 
gresaea. Three weeks have elapsed. Ladt Pettigbew, 
c; Lena, b., who is sketching, Claude lending over 
her; Mollt and Chables lying under tree, "l., reading 
1>ooks, Mollt with novel; Lady Pettigbew with 
" Court Journal:* 

MoL. (L. c, scanning through novel) Geraldlne is di- 
vorced from Frank, and the murderer turns out to be 
— Sir Marmaduke, of course. No, I declare! The 
Duchess of Kensington, after all! 

Chas. (l., on bank) What's that you're reading, Miss 
Ledger? 

MoL. A religious novel. What's yours? 

Chas. Travels, " Life among the Zulu Kaffirs." 

MoL. Ugh, savages! 

Chas. Very true. Enlightenment and Zulus are 
strangers. They are ignorant of commercial fraud; 
workhouses and goals are blessings to them unknown. 

MoL. Nasty things, they paint themselves! 

Chas. Not in Zululand — ^we're ahead of them even in 
that respect. No, their only claims to civilisation are 
that they make war and get drunk, v 

Clau. {laughs) A love for liquor makes the whole 
world kin. 

Ladt P. Kin to cannibals? Horrid idea! 

MoL. All men are brothers. 

Ladt P. A vulgar sentiment, as shocking as it is in- 
correct. We English owe our greatness to our blood, our 
pedigree. Our history is written from a thousand years 
ago — while these coloured races are a new people, who 
date back no further than — Dr. Livingstone. 

MoL. But we all descend from Adam. 

Chas. Who, Tjmdall tells us, was a person of " doubt- 
ful origin." 

Ladt P. Charles, you are flippant. 

Clau. But what he says is true; were Adam still 
living, Society would snub him, because " he never had 
a grandfather." 

Ladt P. Pie, Mr. Glynne, the scruples of Society de- 
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serve respect. You wouldn't destroy all distinctions of 
class? 

Clau. Heaven forbid! Let class guard its doors 
jealously, but not lock them and lose the key. 

Lady P. But good birth 

(Claude rises and goes, c.) 

Clau. {earnestly) Ah. "good btlrth." What is this 
sacred creed of birth — this divine right to respect and 
power? I'm no Radical, but I confess I'm rathy haay 
on the poiht. We can't control our parentage — we are 
not consulted when we are brought into the world. 
When we open our eyes and cry for food, we get it frotn 
silver or from wooden spoons. We grow and grow, for 
nature, being unfashionable, is not exclusive, until some 
of us find our birthright a claim to honour so great 
that it is difficult for us to do wrong; while others in- 
herit a legacy of shame that renders them incapable, in 
men's belief, of doing right. This may be as it should 
be, but it is difficult to make the sufferers by this social 
code admit its justice. 

Chas. (laughs) Excellent logic. A sheep can't help 
being born a sheep, so we do it a wrong In making it 
mutton. 

Clau. There we obey a law of nature. 

Chas. Perfectly true; {mimicking Claude's tone) but 
it would be difficult to make the sufferers by this social 
code admit its justice. It's no use, Glynne — the weak 
must go to the wall; it's the law of the universe, and its 
brutal simplicity commends it. 

HoL. It seems to me all wrong and horrid. 

Lady P. {crosses to Lena) The line must be drawn 
somewhere. 

{Enter Ledger, l., vnth open letter.) 

MoL. I wouldn't draw lines. I'd like to know all the 
nice people, whoever they were, and snub all the nasty 
ones. 

Led. Draw lines, Molly? 

{Enter Sir Fulke Pettigrew, b. 2 e.) 

Led. We wipe 'em out here, don't we. Sir Fulke? We 
put gates in our fences, and mix. 

Sir F. {frigidly) We — a — come together. Old wine 
and new cannot 'xactly be said to mta?. 
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Led. (laughs) Old wines get crusty, and new un's 
don't. 

Chas. (aside) The veterans are going to spar. 

Sib F. True, these are the days of cheap claret. Good 
old port went out with good manners. When I was 
young, a man answered for an impertinence with his 
life. . 

Led. Aye, two fools played at murder. We do better 
without duels. 

Sib p. (hotly) We did without Divorce Courts, then; 
but now men meet with purses instead of pistols, and 
appraise their honour at so much gold; or instead of 
standing boldly by their deeds, whine out " the woman 
tempted me,'' that contemptible excuse of Adam's, that 
he ought to have been horsewhipped for. But then, to 
be sure, Adam was not a gentleman. 

Led. (drily) He owned a biggish bit of land. 

MoL. (to Chables) Mr. Pringle, the organist, and 
our schoolmistress are coming up to-night for choir 
practice. 

Chas. Let's take the boat and fetch them? 

MoL. Very well! 

Led. (to MoiXY) Here's a letter from Birks. He's 
coming down, and will stay the night. 

MoL. (to Chables) Bother Birks! 

Chas. Who is Birks? 

MoL. Papa's lawyer. 

Led. (aside — reads) " Strangely enough, this Mr. 
Glynne you ask about came to me professionally a month 
ago. He is a young artist, promising, but penniless. I 
sent him to another solicitor." 

Ladt p. The dew is beginning to fall, and I must call 
at the lodge before I go in. My love (to Gwendolen), 
perhaps Mr. Glynne will help you to gather a few ferns 
for the hall table. Are you coming, Fulke? 

Sib F. Not at present. 

(Exit Lady Pettigbew. Claude and Gwendolen have I 
strolled off — also Ledgeb. As Ledgeb is going, busi- 
ness in trying, in vain, to attract Gwendolen's atten- 
tion. He carries basket for ferns — Molly and Chables 
going ) 

Sib F. Charles! 

Chas. Yes? 

Sib F. I want a word with you before you go. 

MoL. I'll wait for you by the old willow. 
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(Exit Molly, l. 1 d.) 

Sib F. (assuming stern air) What's this I've heard 
— ^that you keep a thorough-bred horse in training? 

Chab. Quite correct! 

Sib F. What, Sir! And pray what can a pauper like 
you want with thorough-breds? Some good-for^nothins 
screw, of course. 

Chab. Screw? Not a bit of it! She's a Fly-by-ni^lit 
filly, rising four. 

Sib F. (interested) A Ply-by-night filly? 

Chab. I picked her up for an old song, 200 guineas 
— give you my word. 

Sib F. (testily) Gad, sir, you speak as if 200 guineas 
were the same as 200 pence. 

Chab. So they are, until you pay — a contingency of 
the remote future. 

Sib F. Tou are an unprincipled young reprobate. 
(aside, pleased) He's Just what I was thirty years ago. 

Chab. I should like you to see the. filly gallop. 

Sib F. She'll gallop you to the devil, sir. 

Chab. So she would, if I put her to it, for she's a 
clipper down hill; in fact, she's good enough for any- 
thing. So when Jack Bolster offered to match his 
mare. Lady Alice 

Sib F. Lady Alice? 

Chab. For a three-mile spin across country, owners 
up, for a hundred a side 

Sib F. Confound you, sir—a hundred pounds (inter- 
ested) — ^well, sir, well? 

Chab. I didn't refuse. 

Sib F. (delighted) Eh, what? (pretends anger) 
Then I've done with you. I wash my hands of you for 
ever — ^neglecting your studies in this — ^this disgrace- 
ful way. When is this — ^this most objectionable affair to 
come off? 

Chab. It shall not come off. Uncle Fulke. 

Sib F. Eh? 

Chab. (crosses b.) I was to close to-morrow, but 
after what you've said 

Sib F. (furious) What I've said? Why, what the 
devil have I said? (nervously) Ah, yes, true! (aside) 
Dear me, dear 'me! (aloud) And so you keep thorough- 
breds to eat their heads off, eh, sir? 

Chab. But I couldn't have lost. 

Sib F. Couldn't have lost? Of course you couldn't! 
A Fly-by-riight against a cocktail like this Lady Alice; 
and you talk of crying off! Get Bolster to make it two 
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hundred — damme, three if he likes. I'll back ye. (with 
ill-concealed sternness) You are a reckless, improvident 
young dog. {another change of manner) Mind, none of 
that confounded examination work till this is over. By 

George, if you'd lost this chance you'd deserve to 

Ah, well! (going off—^side) Begad, I'm proud of the 
boy. He's nearly as bad as the worst of us! {exit) 

Ghas. I wonder how he found it out. But Molly 
will be tired of waiting, {looks off) There she is, 
making signals. 

{Exit Ckables, l. 1 E. Enter Claude, Gwendolen, and 
■ Ledger, who carries basket of ferns, which Gwendo- 
len takes, B. u. e.) 

GwEN. That will be enough, I think. Thank you so 
much. 

Led. Not at all. Too glad. 

Clau. {aside) I wish he'd go! 

Led. {aside) Some parties don't know when they're 
in the way. ^ 

Clau. {touches Gwendolen's hand as he takes ferns) 
You are cold. That dress is not dew proof. I'll go to the 
house and get you a wrap. I won't be long. 

{Exit, R. 2 e. Gwendolen looks after him, then gathers 
ferns about stage.) 

Led. {aside) All alone with my future wife. Fash- 
ionable courtship's a queer sort of business. Her mother 
says I've made an impression, and yet I'm the only per- 
son here she don't seem to care tuppence about. Well, 
p'raps, that's the proper aristocratic thing. Certainly 
I've never popped the question, and I can't expect the 
girl to jump down my throat, {looks at Gwendolen) 
There she is. I'll try my hand at a little bit of love- 
making, {aloud) Nice evening, isn't it? 
- GwEN. Beautiful, (r.) 

Led. Ah, two*s company, but three's none. 

GwEN. {sighs) True, {crosses l.) 

Led. {sighs — in love sick tone) I find that one ain't 
company neither. 

Gwen. {absently) No? 

Led. {with emphasis) But two is. 

Gwen. {carelessly) So you were saying. 

Led. {ill at ease) Yes. {aside) I don't seem to get 
on much. 
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GwEN. (l., with fern) See! I've found a hart's 
tongue. 

Led. (in a lachrymose tone) Ah! I wish my heart 
would find a tongue. 

GwEN. {laughs) Well done. I thought you were 
thinking of something funny to say, you looked so 
solemn, (crosses, r.) 

Led. No, I was thinking of something serious. 

GwEN. I hope nothing has vexed you. 

Led. (aside) Why shouldn't I pop now? I'm tired of 
this shilley-sh'alley sort of work; it ain't business. 

GwEN. Is anything wrong? 

Led. (nervously) I hope not. Miss Gwendolen; it'Jl 
depend on you. 

GwEN. On me? 

Led. Yes. (coughs) I— you. (spouts) The excep-" 
tional advantages of the undertaking I am about to in- 
troduce to your notice — Faugh! That's out of a pros- 
pectus. I ain't a orator. Miss Gwendolen; so in plain 
English, I want you to be my wife. 

GwEN. Mr. Ledger!! 
^ Led. I know I am old enough to be your father, so I 
won't talk about love. Love is the sweets of matrimony, 
food for boys and girls, so I'll stick to the solids. On our 
wedding day you'll have a half-share of Pagnett Royal 
and all the houses and estates, freehold and leasehold, 
capital, stock, debentures, and interest whatsoever I pos- 
sess. And I'm pretty warm that way. 

GwEN. (asidCt distressed) Why doesn't somebody 
come? 

Led. Money shall be no object. I haven't got a handle 
to my name; but that might be managed, I think. I've 
held a seat in Parliament for seven years, and never 
opened my mouth once; and if that doesn't give you a 
claim on your country, I don't know what does. 

GwEN. What can have led you to suppose 

Led. I'm coming to that. Your mother arranged it 
with me weeks ago, but I was to leave it all to her. She 
told me you were fond of me. 

Gwen. Mamma said this to you? 

Led. But I want to hear you say it. I've had no satis- 
faction from my courting yet. I want to buy you some 
handsome presents, and do something for papa and 
cousin Charles, (tries to take her hand) 

GwEN. (firmly) Stay, Mr. Ledger. I fear you have 
been cruelly deceived. Mamma thought she was acting 
for my good; you must forgive her for having misled 
vou. 
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' Led. {blankly) Misled me? 

GwEN. (kindly) I like you very much; I kx^ow how 
good and generous you are. 

Led. Don't talk like that, Miss Gwendolen. 

GwEN. I know you mean this in kindness, Indeed you 
do me honour; but it can never be. I hope I have not 
pained you. I would do anything in the world for you; 
but this is impossible, (crosses c.) 

Led. You won't have me? (excitedly) Do you know 
what you are giving up? (aside, with effort to he calm) 
Pull yourself together, Joe Ledger — be a man! (aloud) 
I don't know what to say; I almost wish you had abused 
and insulted me. As it is I feel — you're not angry with 
me? 

GwEN. (heartily) Angry? Oh no. 

Led. Perhaps I was a little abrupt, and some day — 
(about to approach her — she checks him — slight pause) 
Good night! 

GwEN. Let us shake hands, and be good friends, bet- 
ter friends than ever now; for I know that you like me. 

Led. (with forced smile) Yes, oh, yes; we shall be 
much jollier in future, and this will be a nice little joke 
to tell to your friends. It'll make 'em laugh. 

GwEN. (hurt) You cannot think so meanly of me? 

Led. (frankly) No, I don't, and I'm a poor-spirited 
hound to say such a thing. If being in love with a dear 
young lady like you is going to make me mean, mine 
ain't the right constitution for it. (exit) 

GwEN. (seated under tree) Poor Mr. Ledger! How 
wicked of mama. But she has been so rude to him 
lately, (sits) I don't understand her; she's fond of 
money, and yet I've heard her say to Mr. Glynne that 
she hoped I should marry a poor man. (dreamily) He 
is poor, he says. / should like to be poor. And he is 
so handsome and clever. I wonder who he will marry? 

(Enter Claude.) 

Clau. Here's the wrapper, (looks round) Has he 
gone? 

Gwen. (rises) Yes. 

Clau. (puts wrapper round her) Then may the gods 
protect us; we are alone. 

GwEN. Are you afraid? 

Clau. Horribly, that somebody may come. 
• Gwen. But we ought to go in, too. (clock strikes 
three-quarters) A quarter to nine o'clock! 

Clau. So late? Time is too fast. The clock seems to 
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be on the strike for shorter hours. You are v*»».^ 
quiet. ^y 

GwEN. I was thinking. 

Clau. Of Mr. Ledger? 

GwEN. Why do you ask? 

Clau. Mr. Ledger is very rich. 

GwEN. Must you go away to-morrow? 

Clau. Have I not stayed too long? Shall we even 
meet again, I wonder? 

GwEN. The world is not so large. ^ 

Clau. But our paths in it lie apart. 

GwEN. Why so? 

Clau. Because I am not rich, like Mr. Ledger. 

GwEN. You are a gentleman. 

Clau. I scarcely know. I have seen strange claimants 
to the title. I am not of good birth— a social sin in a 
poor man. 

GWEN. The world is not so unjust. There can be 
neither merit nor reproach in birth. Were I a man I 
would make myself famous. It is nobler to create' a 
name than to be born to one. 

Clau. The world thinks differently. 

GwEN. Then the world and I do not agree. You may 
become a great painter some day, then who will care to 
ask your origin. You have youth, courage, friends— I am 
sure you must have friends. 

Clau. Friends? Yes; good fellows who give me 
hearty welcome at their homes. But I have often 

thought, if I loved a sister or a daughter of these men 

one born of gentle blood— would my welcome be as 
warm ? 

GWEN. irises) Why not? (goes to tree) 

Clau. What sort of wooing would mine be? I could 
only say: "You are gently bprn— I am of low degree; 
but I love you. You may command rank, money, power 

I have neither name nor wealth to give; but I love you. 

A prince could not exalt you — I shall drag you down; 
but I love you! " What would her answer be? 

GwEN. (earnestly) If she returned your love, she 

would {checks herself— confused) Let us go in. 

(crosses, l. c.) 

Clau. {agitated — with much earnestness) Stay; if I 
had said all this to you. 

(GWENDOLEN bcnds her head and places her hand in 
Claude's. He puts his arm round her waist.) 

Clau. My wife! My own wife! O, will it ever be? 
9ses her very tenderly) Don't let us go in yet. Bob's 
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punt is moored a little higher up. Let us go on the 
river, {clock chipies nine) Nine o'clock! Only five 
minutes ago it was a quarter to! 
GvsTEN. How can that be? {goes up r.) 
Clau. {in low ionei^hending over Tier as they exit) 
I don't know, but it Is so. Lovers have a time of their 
own. To them a month is sometimes like an hour, and 
an hour a life-time, {exev^nt, b. u. e.). 

{Enter Charles and Molly, l. 1 e.) 

MoL. Poor Mr. Pringle and the school-mistress. 

Chas. Confound Mr. Pringle and the school-mistress. 

MoL. They'll be so tired of waiting. 

Chas. Then we'll give 'em a little time to rest. 

MoL. {looks R.) Oh, look! * 

Chas. {looks r.) Lena! 

MoL. And Mr. Glynne. I've suspected that for some 
time. 

Chas. Silspected what? 

MoL. Mr. Glynne. She has been so altered lately; 
takes no interest in life; even a new bonnet doesn't 
move her. 

Chas. How shocking! 

MoL. What will Lady Pettigrew say? 

Chas. Swear like blazes. 

MoL. What? 

Chas. In a lady-like way. {heartily) Dear Cousin 
Lena, I'll stand by you if it comes to a row. 

MoL. {warmly) Bravo, I like you for that. 

Chas. They shall come and keep house for me. 

MoL. (coldly) I don't think you'd better interfere. 
{sits, c.) Who is Mr. Glynne? 

Chas. I don't know. An artist, he says; anyhow, he's 
a-gentleman and a good fellow, so I don't feel called upon 
to interfere. 

MoL. But ain't artists always poor? 

Chas. Generally, when they are young and clever; 
but they grow out of all that and get rich. 

MoL. I hate rich people. 

Chas. So do I. 

MoL. {tartly) Do you? Lady Pettigrew doesn't; and 
yet she lets Lena and Mr. Glynne drift on 

Chas. To their doom, like two flies in a tr.eacle-pot. 

MoL. Poor papa has been trifled with, but I don't 
want him to marry again, a wife is such a responsibility. 

Chas. Horrible! When she's just old enough to be 
70ur grand-daughter, {clock chimes quarter) 
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MoL. Quarter-past nine.* We must really go. 

Chas. I suppose we must, {get into boat) 

MoL. I shall row. 

Chas. Don't mention it. 

MoL. Won't it be jolly? we shall have to come home 
by moonlight. I love the moonlight, don't you? 

Chas. Tremendously. Pity it can't be laid on like 
gas. 

MoL. Yes; 4s. 6d. a thousand feet. 

Chas. {going oft) Lovers and other lunatics supplied 
at a liberal reduction, {exeunt, b. u. e., in boat) 

Led. {entering, l.) I can't settle to anything. I'd 
like to have a row with somebody. I feel dreadful. If 
this is being in love, it don't agree with me^ To be 
'umbugged by that old woman, and refused by the gal, 
and all for«a tuppenny ha'penny artist. Here I've 
knocked at the door with nearly a million o' money, and 
it's been shut in my face, {savagely) But this fellow, 
with nothing but his empty pockets, his paint pots, and 
his — {change of tone) — his youth — and his good looks. 
Faugh! What has that poor gal and that young lad done 
to me that I should spit my malice at 'em? {savagely) 
But that old viper; only let me get my heel on her. I 
see through her game now {near the end of this speech 
Ledger has sat down on mound behind a bush, and the 
stage being dark, he is unseen) 

Lady P. {entering) Nonsense! Mr. Ledger, indeed! 

Led. {aside) Ah, what's that? {conceals himself) 



{Enter Lady P. and Sib Pulke. 



Lady P. A parvenu! A vulgar, ill-bred parvenu! 
Such persons must be taught what is due to us. 

Sir F. But hang it! you forget what is due to him. 
When Saker lent me £600 on the furniture I forgot to 
mention Prosser's bill of sale, and I've since discovered 
that the law — confounded stupid law, by the way — makes 
that out to be a felony. 

Lady P. The money must be paid. 

Sir. F. Must be paid! yes; but how? While this 
affair of Gwendolen and Ledger was on the cards we had 
the game in our own hands. The happy couple united, 
Croesus disgorges, and the curtain falls on the realms of 
everlasting bliss. 

Lady P. {calmly) Gwendolen shall not marry Mr. 
^er. 
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SiK F. 'Xactly — there you are. Wbat does it all 
mean? You give up Ledger, whose money would set 
everything right, for the sake of a penniless young fel- 
low, who has nothing but his good looks to recommend 
him. A gentlemanlike young fellow, I allow, but good 
manners won't pay my debts, and unless Lena helps us 
out of this, begad we may just pack up our traps and be 
off 8t once. 

Lady P. Gwendolen will help us out of it. I did not 
tell you before, you are not to be trusted. This Mr. 
Glynne is not the person he pretends to be. Instead of 
being a poor painter, he's an English peer. 

Led. (aside) What? 

Sib p. (in great surprise) A peerf Much money? 

Lady P. 80,000 a year. 

Sib F. 80,000 a year! 

Lady P. (rises) He must think we know nothing of 
this. If he thought we had designs on him 

Sib F. Ah, I see, I see! My dear, you are splendid, 
superb. He struck me as being a young fellow of breed- 
ing from the first. 

Lady P. Did I not always say so? And I am never 
deceived. To-morrow we will speak to him. 

Sib F. But this fellow Ledger? 

Lady P. Mr. Ledger is an episode of the past. 

Led. (aside) Is he though? 

Lady P. We pay off what we owe him, and that is the 
end of Mr. Ledger. 

Led. (aside) Not quite the end. Mr. Ledger is about 
to begin, (comes forward; coughs) 

Lady P. (frigidly) Ha, Mr. Ledger; we were just 
going in. Good evening, (crosses b.) 

Led. Excuse me, I've something to say to you and 
Sir Fulke. 

Lady P. You really must not detain us long. 

Led. (l. c.) To come to the point at once, then; what 
about me and Lena? 

IjAdy p. (c, amazed) Lena? 

Sib F. (b., aside) Dooced awkward, this, 'pon my 
life! 

Lady P. (with hauteur) I presume you allude to 
Miss Pettigrew, but I do not understand your meaning. 

Led. Don't you? I'll try to make it plainer, then. 
I've just asked her to be my wife. 

Lady P. Youf You have presumed to address my 
daughter? She rejected you, of course. When Miss 
Petti grew* marries, it will be with one of her own order. 

Led. (roused) Her own order! 
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Sir F. Yes, sir, her own order. I've no wish to 
be offensive, Mr. Ledger, but a person of your posi- 
tion 

Led. (in violent passion) You double-dealing old 
swindler! 

Sir F. By George! 

Led, (snaps fingers) That for your order! Are you 
any the better because your grandfather's grandfather 
was a scoundrel, and sold his sister at the price of a 
title? (goes r.) 

Lady P. (c.) You forget you are in the presence of 
a lady. 

Led. Lady be hanged! I've been swindled — done! 

Sir F. (l.) How dare you, sir? 

Led. You wanted money, and I lent it to you. You 
couldn't pay, so you dangled your daughter before me to 
keep me quiet! 

Sir. F. (in passion) By gad, you'll — you'll make me 
forget myself! 

Led. {crosses l. c.) Forget yourself? No fear of 
your doing that, (to Lady P.) When it suited your 
book, I was "the very man to make dear Gwendolen 
happy — in the prime of life — past all the follies of 
youth," and all that confounded cant. But now you want 
to throw me over. Very well — pay me my money! 

Lady P. We were wrong to let you lend it us. A 
parvenu will always presume. Your money shall be paid. 

Led. So, my lady, and who's going to pay it? Who's 
the next flat you're going to squeeze? This young lord, 
eh, who's palming himself off as a painter? 

Lady P. (asidCf on r. bank) He overheard! 

Led. You see I know all about it. I hope you'll catch 
what you are trying to hook. You may not land your 
goldfish after all; and if you don't, you'll be in a 'ole! 
I'm a pretty good-tempered chap in a general way, but 
when my back's up, I'm nasty! 

Sir F. (with hauteur) You are an impudent, pre- 
suming cad, sir! 

Led. (defiantly) What am I? 

Sir F. (defiantly) A cad, sir — a cad! 

Lady P. Fulke, dear, control yourself! 

Sir F. I beg your pardon, my love — you must not 
stay to be insulted; let me take you in. (to Ledger) 
As for you, Mr. Ledger, after what has passed, all inter- 
course between our families is at an end; and much as 
I regret to say it, I must demand that you no longer 
trespass on this land. 

Led. What! 
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{'Exeunt Sir Fulke and Ladt Pettigbew.) 

ril talk to 'em about trespass. 

Charles, Molly, the Organist, and the Schoolmistress, 
ivho are on the river in a boat, heard in the distance 
singing very melodious part-song — to, be louder until 
Act Drop has fallen) 

Why the land's mine. Fll let 'em see! — ^the infernal, 
mean, beggarly lot! I'm a parvenoo, am I? And this 
fellow Glynne — ^an imposter, without a shilling to his 
name, and he's done 'em into thinking he's a lord! And 
they'll try to best Joe Ledger, will they? That's a game 
that two can play, and if that knave's the only card they 
bold, the parvenoo can beggar his neighbour! 

{As Ledger leaves off speaking, Glynne and Gwendo- 
len to cross slowly at back of stage — effect of moon- 
light on them, Glynne bending over Gwi^ndolen after 
manner of lovers on such occasions. {If the stage is 
so small as to make this appear ridiculous, then omit 
Glynne and Gwendolen altogether.) Ledger turns 
and gives slight exclamation as he sees them. Stands 
under tree regarding them as Act Drop falls.) 



ACT in. 

Scene. — The same. Day. Ledger standing with his 
hands thrust into his trousers' pockets in a determined 
attitude, regarding a notice board perched on branch 
of tree. 

Led. " Trespassers will be prosecuted." That's my 
signal for action — action at law. I'll fight 'em over that 
and ruin 'em, whether they're right or wrong; if there's 
such a thing as justice to be had. I'm a parvenoo, am 
I ? A nice mess they've made of it with their lord. But 
I don't believe they got the notion from him. No, no; 
when I thought him a rogue I did him wrong. He has 
stepped into my shoes fair, like a man; and as for that 
poor girl, money sha'n't stand in her way. But for that^ 
pair of scheming old 'umbugs — parvenoo, indeed! Who 
are they, I should like to know? Who gives most to the 
'ospltal and the 'unt and all the other county charities? 
.Whose name's good on the biggest cheque? A beggarly 

3 
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lot! All this bounce because he's a baronet. Faugh! a 
title and no cash, is like a glass case with nothing under 
it. What's the good of having ancestors unless they 
leave you money? What's the good of family trees if 
you can't turn them into timber? It's all rubbish! If 
pedigree was a thing you could sell, half your nobs would 
be orphans; they wouldn't leave themselves a father. 

{Enter Molly, l.) 

MoL. (aside) How cross he looks. I'll tell him some 
other time, (sees hoard — aloud, indignantly) Who has 
put up that thing? Trespassers, indeed, on " No Man's 
Land "! 

Led. No man's rubbish! Do you know what hap- 
pened last night? 

MoL. Of course I do; but Lena and I love each other, 
and fifty thousand quarrels sha'n't keep us apart — 
{crosses r.) — and I wish I could see her to tell her so. 

Led. They called me a parvenoo. 

MoL. Lena hasn't done anything. It isn't her fault 
that she likes Mr. Glynne. Love isn't a thing we can eat, 
drink, or avoid. Love comes upon us like a fog, and 
we're lost in it before we know where we are. 

Led. They called me a parvenoo. 

MoL. It's all that Lady Pettigrew. I hate her. A 
proud, stuck-up old thing. Who cares for her nasty 
blue blood, I should like to know? 

Led. {amused) Blue blood? Blue blood? And her 
ladyship's father kept a shop. 

MoL. {amazed) No! 

Led. Yes, on Ludgate Hill. You didn t know that? 
The old man made his fortune by corporation dinners. 

MoL. A cook! 

Led. No; a chemist. He left her sixty thousand 
pounds; that's why Sir Pulke married her. Blue blood, 
indeed! 

MoL. But I always took her for a real lady. 

Led. Bah! Real swells don't give themselves airs. 
Wait till you?re a marchioness, Molly. You will be be- 
fore long. If they don't pay, thiey'll turn out, and you 
shall have the Warren to live in. The Most Noble the 
Marchioness of Lackland. ThaVll touch 'em up, I think! 
She called me a parvenoo, 

MoL. Who cares? 

Led. (c.) But a parvenoo! I say, Molly, what the 
dickens is a parvenoof 

MoL. A parvenu is — a nobody who has become some* 
body. 
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Leo). What? Is that a parvenoo? (proudly) Damme 
then / am one, and I'm proud of it. I must look up 
Birks. No going to the Warren, mind. Parvenoo? Bah! 

{Exit Ledoeb, l.) 

MoL. The Marchioness of Lackland! How grand it 
sounds. But I'm engaged to Charlie. I won't marry 
Lord Lackland. I. don't want to be a marchioness — it's 
such a lot to carry about. 

(Enter Gwendolen, b.) 

GwEN. Molly! Molly! 

MoL. (rushing and embracing her) Darling, is that 
you? 1 haven't seen you for a whole day. 

GwEN. I've had orders not to come to you. 

MoL. What a shame! (both sit under tree, l.) 

GwEN. I'm to keep away from Pagnett Royal, because 
papa got something from Mr. Ledger. 

Mot. (alarmed) Not something catching? 

GwEN. No! something to do with money and law- 
yers, (puts her arm round Molly, and rests her head 
on Molly's shoulder) But, oh, Molly, I'm so happy. 

Mol. Mr. Glynne, has he ? (kisses Gwendolen) 

You dear, 'I'm so, so, so glad, (shyly) But how singu- 
lar. 

GwEN. What is? 

MoL. I mean to say how plural. / am, too. 

GwEN. (astonished) You? (Molly nods) To 
Charlie? 

Mol. Ever since yesterday. I suppose it's in the air. 

GwEN. Tell me all about it. 

MoL. I couldn't if I tried. Charlie has got such a 
beautiful way of conveying his ideas. 

GwEN. So has Claude. 

Mol. Any description would be tame without his 
great, nice, long arms, (looks round them sharply) 
Did Claude kiss you? 

GwEN. (smiles) Yes. 

MoL. So did Charlie me, lots of times. O, Lena, isn't 
it nice to have some one for your very, very own. Some 
one you can order about. And a darling comfortable 
little house to keep it in, furnished with Liberty silks 
and ugly old china plates. Ah, how lovely and lovely it 
will all be. 

GwEN. I hope so. (rises) But I must go in now. 

MoL. When will you come out again? 
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GwEN. This afternoon, if I can steal away, (walk up 
to R., witfi, arms round each other's waist) 

MoL, Do, and we'll have a lovely long talk about 
(earnestly) Charlie, and (indifferently) Claude, and my 
new bonnet from town. 

GwEN. Good-bye, dear, (exit, b.) 

MoL. Good-bye, darling. Dear Lena, I hope she will 
be happy. I wish her Claude was as nice as my Charlie; 
but I daresay she thinks he is— people in love are so 
prejudiced. Charlie said he would be here at twelve. 
I mustn't let papa see me, because of that tiresome quar- 
rel. Pagnett Royal and the Warren are deadly foes, and 
I'm in love with one of the enemy. How lovely it would 
be in a story book: but it's all real and so Its dreadful. 
(looks R.) Ah, there's Charlie! I wish I wasn't here 
first, he'll think I'm so in love with him, and that would 
be horrid, because I am. If I could hide, (looks for 
hiding place about stage — at last, catches sight of tree) 
Ah, the tree! (climbs tree and sits amongst foliage) 
He'll never tnink of looking here. What fun! How 
he'll growl. Perhaps he'll forget he's going to be a 
clergyman, and say a wicked word. Poor fellow, he 
would only be making the most of his time, (looks off, 
B. 1 E.) Why, who's that? Sir Fulke, I declare! I must 
get down, (attempts it, dress catches) Oh, I can't; I'm 
caught! A pretty fool I shall look. Perhaps if I keep 
quiet they won't see me. 

(Enter Charles, b. u. e.) 

Chas. Not here, and it's past the time. 

MoL. (aside) Poor dear, how disappointed he looks. 

Chas. Can't get her front hair to curl. They are all 
alike. Perish everything before a woman will stir in a 
crooked bonnet. 

(Enter Sir Fulke Pettigrew, troubled, b. 2 e.) 

Sir F. Ah, Charlie. 

Chas. (aside) Confound it, if Molly sees him she 
won't come, (aloud) Taking a breather before lunch? 

Sir F. (sighs) I can't eat. 

Chas. That's bad. 

Sir F. I've lived too hard, and the result la nerves 
shattered, pockets empty, and liver the dooce. I can't 
stand worry as I used. 

Chas. If there's anything that I can do 

Sir F. No, my dear boy, it's past patching. This 
morning that fellow Ledger served me with notice of 
foreclosure. That means ruin. 
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MoL. {aside) Ruinf 

Chas. If my last shilling would do any good 

But won^t he wait? 

Sib F.'' No; the fellow's acting from revenge; and I'm 
not dealing with a gentleman. 

MoL. {indignantly) What does he mean by that? 

Sib F. Helen has got some idea into her head; but 
my bad luck upsets everything. I lost a pot of money 

last week, and how the deuce it's to be paid {sits, 

c.) By the way, what about your match with Lady 
Alice? 

MoL {startled) His match with Lady Alice? 

Chas. That's all right. It'll come off next week; but 
I want it kept quiet. 

MoL. {aside) Do you? 

Chas. I think I'm in for a goodish thing. 

MoL. {aside) He means money! 

Chas. It'll be a runaway affair. 

MoL. {aside) An elopement! 

Sib F. I've heard this Lady Alice is rather fast. 

Chas. So she is, but not too fast for me. 

MoL. {aside) The monster! 

Chas. The fact is, before Jack Bolster picked her up 
she was a little queer. 

Sib F. Ha! 

Chas. She once bolted with a man and came badly to 
grief. That didn't improve her reputation. 

MoL. {aside) I should think not! 

Sib F. Well, if she's a bad 'un, all the better for you. 

MoL. {aside) What! 

Sir F. But how about the Leger? 

MoL. {aside) Ha! that's me. 

Chas. Deuce take the Leger, I wish I'd left that alone. 
I was rather sweet on Lollipop. 

MoL. {aside, indignantly) Lollipop, indeed! 

Chas. And I laid it on pretty thickly. 

MoL. {aside J in piteous tones) He did. 

Chas. But she has grown leggy 

(Molly clutches at her petticoats to drag them over her 
feet.) 

— in fact she isn't what she used to be. She would give 
pounds to anything months ago; now she has become a 
regular screw. 

MoL. {aside, whimpering) And he micbt have had 
my last penny. 

Chas. Now I must get out of it as well as I can, and 
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if I do, I cut the whole concern. I mean to marry and 
settle. 

SiB F. (sighs) Ah, marrying is easy enough; but as 
to settling, that's been my ruin. It's through paying 
my creditors that I'm so confoundedly in debt, (emt, 
R. u. E.) 

Chas. The only extravagance he's given up. Poor old 
boy! So that animated money-bag is going to sniiasli 
him, and he's Molly's father. Well, he has done that 
amount of good in the world. 

MoL. (aside) He's thinking of that horrid woman. 
Ugh! 

Chas. To think that I'm an engaged man. I shall go 
in for respectability in double harness. Little Molly 
will keep me straight, and I dare say I sha'n't make a 
bad sort of parson. I'll run a curate, warranted sound; 
he shall do all the work and I'll pocket the stakes. I 
can't afford to throw it up. Old Ledger will probably 
cut up rough, disinherit Molly, marry his cook, and lead 
a life of morbid gluttony. I wonder where she has 
got to? (crosses l.) 

MoL. (aside) I'm so wretched. How I should enjoy 
a good cry! (indignantly) I'm a screw, am I? Grown 
leggy! 

Chas. (hears noise in tree) What's that? A bird? 

MoL. (aside) He sees me! 

Chas. (sees Molly, who looks sulkily dignified) By 
Jove, a two-legged bird! 

MoL. (aside) How can I be impressive, hooked up 
here? 

Chas. You seem rather considerably up a tree. Shall 
I help you down? 

MoL. (frigidly) Certainly not. 

Chas. Whew! Why, Molly! 

MoL. (exaggerated dignity) My name is Miss 
Ledger! 

Chas. (aside) .She has taken up the family feud. 
(aloud) I know what's the matter. You heard what 
Sir Fulke and I were saying just now. 

MoL. Every word. 

Chas. And you are angry. Well, our side has be- 
haved badly — no doubt of that. 

MoL. I wonder the earth doesn't open and swallow you 
up. 

Chas. Hang it all; I've had little to say in the mat- 
ter. It was her ladyship's doing all along. 

MoL. (with affected indifference) Oh, don't think it 
matters to me. 
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Chas. I don't see why it should. 
Mot. Whatf 

CsAs. Why should this old woman's intrigues inter- 
fere with us? 

MoL. {aside — pleased) It's an old woman. 
Chas. What have we got to quarrel about? 
Moii. Your effrontery is a fresh insult, {aside) I 
can't be dignified perched 'up in a tree. {})ursts out) 
Oh, how wicked you are! 

Chas. {in surprised tone) Why, Molly ? 

MoL. You needn't think I care for you, for^I don't; 
nor any of your precious relations. 
Chas. What? Hang it all! 

MoL. I suppose because you've got an Earl for a 
brother, you look down on me; but I'm as good as you, 
every bit. 

C^AS. A hundred million times as good. 
MoL. {in passion) You only cared for me because I'm 
rich. 

Chas. {sternly) Stop there, you've said enough! 
{crosses c.) 

MoL. I won't stop! If Miss is not so grand as My 
Lady and Honourable's not so high as a Marquis. 

Chas. Lord Lackland. Exactly so. I hope he doesn*t 
care for your money. 

MoL. Of course he doesn't, he has got plenty. 
Chas. Has he, indeed! 
MoL. Yes, it's invested in houses. 
Chas. So I should say — in public houses. 
MoL. He isn't deceitful like you. Any one can read 
the truth in his face. 
Chas. YeS, in his nose, 

MoL. Better to have a red nose than a hlach heart. 
Chas. There's no occasion to say more. I shall never 
trouble you again. Since you deem me so contemp- 
tible, everything is at an -end between us. Good- 
bye, Miss Ledger. I defer to the claims of Lord Lack- 
land. 

MoL. Good morning, Mr. Tracey, I won't take you 
from your Lady Alice. 
Chas. {stopping) Lady who? 

MoL. {in passion) I've grown leggy, and become a 
screw! 
Chas. {amazed) Eh, what? 
MoL. Who's Lady Alice, pray? 

Chas. {hursts into a laugh — aside) I begin to 
see. 
MoL. A scraggy old thing with false teeth. 
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Chas. (coolly) Pardon me. She is in the pink* of 
condition. I should just like you to see her legs. 

MoL. {in horror) Whatf 

Chas. Simply lovely. Perhaps you might object to 
her white stockings. 

MoL. ihoiling over) Oh! this is an outrage. 

Chas. But her teeth are perfect. She's only six years 
old. 

MoL. {almost speechless) Six — ^years — old? 

Chas. Dark chestnut; stands 16 hands; fast as 
thought for a mile; but she can't stay. That's where we 
win. 

MoL. A horse! 

Chas. No. A mare, 

MoL. {aside) I've made an idiot of myself. What 
shall I do? {aloud) Charlie! {aside) If I could find 
out that he had committed bigamy, or something dread- 
ful, what a comfort it would be. {humbly — aloud) 
Charlie! {no reply) Charlie, dear! 

Chas. My name is Mr. Tracey. 

MoL. Won't you help me down? {he does so) I'm 
very sorry. I thought you were going to elope — with- 
out me. {pleading) I said a wicked thing about my 
money, but I'm sorry now. Please torgive me, I'm so 
wretched {sits hy his side) 

Chas. (c, dolefully) I wish you hadn't got any 
money. If you hadn't 

MoL. {laying her head on his shoulder) Yes, Charlie? 

Chas. We could get married to-morrow. 

MoL. {naively) How I wish I hadn't. Ain't there 
things made for getting rid of money? 

Chas. Lots of things. 

MoL. Post orbits and Y O V'sf 

Chas. {reproachfully) Why couldn't you be poor like 
other girls? 

MoL. {humbly and whimpering) I'm always doing 
something wrong. 

Chas. If your father would only cast you off. 

MoL. ( longingly ) Ah ! 

Chas. Or be ruined. 

MoL. Ah! 

Chas. A rich wife spoils everything. What zest is 
there in the world's struggle — what's the good of suc- 
cess — Where's the gratification of earning a £10 note, if 
your wife's got thousands? Under such conditions, life 
is like playing at cards for love — you don't care whether 
you win or lose. 

MoL. {rises) Not with me for a partner. 
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(Molly loojcs at Charlie pleadingly. He relents with a 
smile, goes to her, and takes her in his arms. Sud- 
denly — ) 

I hear footsteps, somebody's coming! 

Chas. Then we'd better go, or your honoured parent 
will summon me for trespass. 

MoL. (sadly) Isn't it dreadful? To think that I 
ought to play policeman and demand your name and ad- 
dress. 

Chas. (with meaning, putting his arms round her as 
they exit) You shall marry me, Molly, and take both, 
{exeunt slowly, l. 1 e.) 



(Enter Claude, b.) 

Cl\u. (looking after them) Tracey at his studies, 
with Molly Ledger for a coach. Preparing for the 
Church. They're both doing that. Yes, I publish the 
banns of marriage between Charles Drelincourt Tracey, 
bachelor, and Mary Ledger, spinster; also between 
Claude Glynne — (sadly) pauper, and Gwendolen Petti- 
grew, patrician. If there be any just cause or impedi- 
ment (sadly) My poverty, my birth. Sir Fulke must be 
told; but I turn coward at the thought. Ah, money, 
money! Inestimable virtue. Heighoi After the good 
time I have had down here. 



(Enter Sir Fulke and Lady Pettigbew, b. u. e.) 

Lady P. (passing beyond fence) Here he is, and 
alone. Now is your opportunity; but remember we know 
nothing of his rank, (to Claude, who is strolling off) 
Enjoying a stroll? 

(Claude turns and joins Lady Pettigbew, up.) 

Sib F. (aside) I suppose I must, (aloud) Ha! H'm! 
If you've nothing particular for ten minutes? 

Clau. No! (comes down) 

Sib F. Fact is — a — I want to have a little talk with 
you. (sits) 

Lady P. Am I de tropf (up. Claude, r.) 

Sir F. Certainly not, my love, certainly npt. My dear 
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Glynne, we are what you see we are — an old couple with 
an only child. When we lose her — the — ^a — sunshine of 
our — a — hearth will he — a — rooted up. 

Lady P. {weeps) My darling girl! 

Sir F. Now, to be candid with you, we have reason 
to believe you are attached to our darling. Are we mis- 
taken? 

Clau. (r.) You are not, Sir Fulke. 

Sir F. Just so; just so! I won't deny I looked for- 
ward to a brilliant alliance for my daughter; but she ap- 
pears to have made her own choice 

Lady P. (gushing) True worth is more than wealth. 
Nobility of the soul is more than worldly rank. 

Sir F. Very neatly put. (with gesture towards Lady 
Pettigrew) There, sir, is your ally. I said — I confess 
it — " This young fellow is a stranger to us; we know 
nothing about him;" but she would not listen to me; so 
it only remains for me* to put the question frankly — 
Are we to look forward to a childless future? It's a 
trial, but — (patting Lady Pettigrew, who weeps, con- 
solingly on ba^k) — There, there, Helen ! 

Clau. (earnestly) I love your daughter with all my 
soul. 

Lady P. (cry of entreaty) Claude! 

Clau. But before I let you say more, it is right that 
I should tell you who and what I am. My birth and 
means may not be what you suppose. 

Sir F. (aside) It's all right. 

Clau. My calling, you know. I am an artist. 

Sir F. (aside) Eh? 

Clau. Till now, my brush has kept me free from 
debt^no more. 

Lady P. (aside) He means to test us. 

Clau. Of my parentage I know little. 

Sir F. (aside) What the deuce does the fellow mean? 

Clau. My mother was a poor girl— n circus-rider in a 
travelling show. It was there she met my father. He 
was a stranger — (bitterly) — a gentleman, they said — 
who had joined the troupe under an assumed name. My 
mother's beauty had attracted him. 

Sir F. (alarmed — aside) Is this a hoax? 

Lady P. (aside) It won't do. There's nothing about 
it in Debrett. 

Clau. One day, my father went away. Weeks passed, 
and he did not return. Then / was born, but my father 
made no sign. A few days later my mother died — died 
with her infant in her arms, blessing the man who had 
deserted her. 
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Sir F. (aside) I begin to think I have been a com- 
mon ass. ^ 

Clau. {bitterly) My father never came back, but left 
me to tie mercy of strangers. They were kind, honest 
folks. I was well cared for and sent to school. 

Lady P. (aside) He certainly keeps it up well. 

Clau. A few years later, I faced the world alone. 
Having learnt to paint a little, I worked with my brush 
for my daily bread; and I have wanted bread before 
now. But I have youth, strength and courage, and for- 
tune is beginning to smile, (with enthusiasm) With 
Gwendolen for my wife, life will be a perpetual Inspira- 
tion. 

Lady P. (aside) What an accomplished ^ liar the 
young man is! 

Sir F. (aside to Lady P.) What does it all mean? 

Lady P. (aside — regarding fusee box) The Clydes- 
dale crest; and then Florence Gushmore's letter — But I 
think he has carried it far enough. 
%Clau. Now you have heard my story 

Lady P. (interrupting — smiling) A most interesting 
one. But see, I found this — h'm — two hours ago. Do 
you happen to know whose it is? 

Clau. It is mine. 

Lady P. (smiling) Really? 

Sir F. (aside) Caught, by Jove! 

Clau. That is to say, it belongs 

Lady P. To the Earl of Clydesdale, for it bears his 
monogram and crest. 

Clau. Then the Earl of Clydesdale has assumed an- 
other name. 

Lady P. (significantly) He has — alas! why? (in 
hypocritical torie) Because, I fear, he has found the 
world mercenary and base, and he has gone a-wooing in 
humble guise seeking to be loved for himself alone. 

Clau. May good fortune follow him. I only knew him 
for two hours. 

Sir F. (rises) ) ,^^^^«^x } Eh? 

Lady P. \ (aghast) [ ^^^^, 

Clau. We were staying at the same hotel just before I 
came here. There he called himself Blake, I think. He 
lent me this the day I left, and I forgot to give it back 
to him. 

Lady P. (asid^) What! An impostor after all? 

Sir F. (aside) The son of a vagabond circus rider! 
[down, L.) 

Lady P. (violently) And do you mean to say 

Sir F. (impatiently) Enough of this! (crosses, r. c. 
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—Lady Pettigrew, up c.) Hark ye, sir, I have no wish 
to pain you, but the alliance you propose with Miss Petti- 
grew is out of the question. 

Clau. {bewildered) I do not understand. 

Sir F. I confess we have deceived ourselves. I regret 
the fact for my daughter's sake as well as my own. I 
might fairly object to you on the ground of your birth; 
but whatever my faults, deuce take it, I am not a snob; 
and if that had been the only obstacle, it should not 
have stood in the way of my girl's happiness. 

Lady P. {fuming) Really, Sir Fulke 

Sir F. {to Lady Pettigrew) Permit me to speak. 
{to Claude) I will now be frank with you. Unless my 
daughter makes a wealthy marriage, we are utterly lost; 
you will therefore understand 

Lady P. {down between them — aside to Sir Fulke 
Pettigrew) Are you mad? To publish our ruin to all 
the world, {aloud) Mr. Glynne will understand that his 
proposal is presumptuous! {takes l. c.) 

Clau. Presumptuous? 

Lady P. Distinctly so — for a person of your origin to 
address my daughter. It was an abus.e of hospitality — 
while eating our bread 

Clau. {interrupting, indignantly, c.) Your bread was 
offered to me — I did not beg it. {with bitter scorn) I 
see it all. You thought I was this Earl of Clydesdale; 
but you affected ignorance for your own ends. 

Lady P. You upstart! Do you mean to bandy words 
with me? 

Sir F. My dear Helen! 

Lady P. An ill-bred adventurer! 

Clau. {restraining himself with effort) Stay — don't 
press me too hard. I may forget that you are her 
mother. The farce is at an end. I seemed to you en- 
dowed with all the virtues, when you thought I was rich 
and a lord, {bitterly) You have taught me that birth 
affects one's moral worth. I shall profit by the lesson. 
{with contemptuous pride) I despise this pride of pedi- 
gree. I love your daughter with all my soul, for she is 
gentle and true, so true that having won her love, at 
her bidding alone will I give her up. 

Lad. p. How dare you, sir? Leave the place! 

Clau. This very hour. You welcomed me with osten- 
tation — you drive me out with insult. Your hospitality 
was the courtesy of a schemer — {going, r.) — a bait to 
decoy a dupe. And now you are caught in your own 
trap, {exit, r.) 

Lady P. {furious) Go! {goes up — pause, aside) 
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Not the Earl after all! It is too cruel, {slight pause — 
to Sib F.) Well, Sir "Fulke, a pretty muddle ypu have 
made of it. 

Sib p. If 

Lady P. (r.) Yes, you. Did I not mistrust the fel- 
low from the first — but you insisted he was a gentleman. 
As if / could be deceived. 

Sib F. (c, irritated) You'll provoke me to use bad 
language. Thanks to your confounded muddling, we've 
made ourselves ridiculous. What is more. Ledger has 
become our bitterest enemy. In a week's time 

Lady P. He must be made our greatest friend. Mr. 
Ledger shall be recalled. 

Sib F. Do you take him for a fool? 

Lady P. Most certainly. In matters of this kind all 
men are fools. Leave him to me. Gwendolen may give us 
some trouble — you had better deal with her. {looks off) 
She is comihg now. {crosses, r. c.) She must be made 
to understand the position of affairs, {enter Lena) 
Your conduct is shameful. 

Sib F. Come, come, Helen. 

Lady P. Oh! side with her against her mother, {to 
GwEN.) How dare you encourage Mr. Glynne? 

GwEN. {alarmed and amazed) I? What do you 
mean? 

Lady P. An adventurer — for all we know, a convict 
with a ticket-oMeave; nothing may be too bad. To think 
that you should so disgrace yourself. 

GwEN. {firmly, with dignity) It is no disgrace; I 
am proud to be his affianced wife. 

Lady P. What? Do you mean to say that — I have 
ordered him to leave the house, {crosses, r.) I will go 
and see that he has gone, {to Sir F.) Perhaps you may 
bring her to some sense of decency, {going off, stops — 
to GwEN.) Marry a person with neither family nor 
fortune! — I doubt whether it would be legal. 

{Exit Lady Pettigrew — Gwendolen, c, in tears,) 

Sir F. {up l. c, aside) Poor girl, she's fond of the 
fellow. Ah, well! I was fond of her mother — once. 
{aloud — comes down r. of her) "there, there, Lena. 
After all, your mother's right. 

Gwen. Is it right to make me wretched? 

Sir F. {testily) You girls don't understand these 
things. Love in a cottage is very pretty, but in real life 
it won't do. If you marry this young fellow, what is be- 
fore you? 
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Sib p. So now you must decide %. 

GWEX. (in low tone of anauUh n^^ i. ^ 

more: no more, (in oolj, rZTealor^r'l'^^ion) No 
willing to take me on these terms? ^ ^'•- Ledger 
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Sir F. (eagerly) He would take you on any terms. 
You consent? 

(Enter Claude, b. u. e., agitated.) 

Sir F. (aside, angrily) Glynne! (aloud) Deuce 

take you, sir, this is 

CiAU. Spare me insult in her presence, {to Gwendo- 
I.KV) I come to tell you, there has been some mistake. 
They welcomed me thinking I was someone else, a lord 
with a large fortune; but now they say my love for you 
Is an insult. Have courage, my darling, human hearts 
are not mere huckster's goods, to be bought and sold at 
another's bidding. The future rests with you alone. 
Speak fearlessly. Tell them that your love was not for 
supposed rank. Tell them that you are willing to give 
up home, wealth, everything, to face the world by my 
side — a popr man's wife. 

GwEN. (with effort) It cannot be- 

Clau. (staggered) Am I dreaming? 
Sib F. (testily) No; but you have been. Let this 
end. You hear what my daughter says? 

Clau. 1 have not heard aright. There is treachery 
here, (to Gwendolen) But no, no; I w^'ong you. 

Sib F. By Gad, sir, I will not have my daughter dis- 
tressed. When I tell you that Mr. Ledger has proposed 
for Miss Pettigrew's hand — a proposal she has been 

pleased to accept 

Clau. What? (bitterly) This, then, is the end. 
Your love for me was a pretence. I thought you all that 
Is good and truoj but you, too, are false. You said you 
despised rank, and you were plotting for a title. You 
pretended to welcome poverty because you thought me 
rich. 

(Enter Ledger.) 

See — this is the man whom you will swear to honour and 
obey. I thought I'd won you with my love; this gentle- 
man has bought you with his money. 

Led. Hallo, you! 

Clau. (turning to Ledger in scorn) Take her, you 
have made a good bargain. You wouldn't care for love, 
it hasn't a commercial value; but she has beauty, and a 
pedigree of centuries. 

Sib F. (indignantly) By heavens, sir 

GwEN. (firmly) Stay, father. 
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{Crosses to Sib Fulke, Ciaude, l., Ledger, c, to Claude. ) 

Am I so vile in your sight that you insult me? {with, 
reproach) And you said you loved me. The echo of 
your words has scarcely died away. O, they seem to 
mock me. (Claude about to speak) Don't speak! let 
us part so. I can bear it better. 
Clau. (pause; sadly) So let it be. Good-bye. 

{Exit Claude, l. 1 e. Gwendolen sinks into seat, c.) 

Sir F. {aside, with relief) I'm dooced thankful that's 
over, {aside to Ledger) Have you seen Lady Petti- 
grew? 

Led. Yes; she tells. me " now's my time." 

Sir F. Then I'll leave you. (aside) Poor girl, (with, 
touch of real feeling) My child, don't think worse of 
me than you can help, (exit, r. 2 e.) 

Led. (after pause; aside) Poor lad, I'm glad he let 
out at me; it showed he was in earnest. I like to see a 
man forget himself and speak the truth sometimes. 
Temper's the waste-pipe of good manners, (looking at 
Lena) It's hard on her. (aloud) . I've just left your 
mother, Miss Gwendolen. She says you didn't mean it 
when you said no, and that you're quite willing to be 
my wife. Is that true? (pause. Gwen., with effort, 
makes motion of assent) Then you didn't care for this 
young man, and do care for a rough old fellow like me? 

Gwen. (with effort) I will not deceive you. I did 
love Mr. Glynne, — all that is past. I cannot pretend af- 
fection for you, but I will try hard — (overcome) 

Led. (kindly) There, there. Now listen to me. You 
nobs call me a cad. I don't quite know what that is. I 
ain't polished, I allow; I can't speak as if I was dis- 
guising my voice, and my manners with ladies ain't 
easy; a swell's is — I think sometimes free and easy. 
But though I can't brag of an ancestor who was 'anged 
for 'igh treason, still I've got a dash of honour in me 
(seriously) and so I thought had you. 

Gwen. I do not understand. 

Led. What's the case? You are willing to marry me 
though you admit you don't care for me, and do care for 
someone else. Is that honour? I'm a business man, I'm 
proud to say; look at the matter in a business light. I 
offer you everything that money can buy — 'orses, dresses, 
diamonds — everything, in fact, to make a woman happy. 
Now, what should I get in return? A loving wife? a 
devoted friend? Not a bit of it; your people would think 
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I V&8 more than paid in full by the honour you did me 
in spending my money. You would be ashamed of me, 
and in time would grow to think I had done you a wrong 
in making you my wife. No, no, Miss Gwendolen, the 
wrong would be on your side. As that young man said, 
you'd swear to love and honour me; you'd start a joint- 
stock company with a false prospectus. In the com- 
mercial world that's called a fraud; it's something like 
it in the matrimonial market. 

GwEN. lA'hat you isay is true, I know. Forgive me; 
I was wrong, wicked, to consent. But you don't know 
the reason. 

Led. (kindly) Yes, I do, my dear. I know that your 
father and mother bullied — there, I mustn't talk like that 
to you. Never you mind, don't you fret. You're a dear, 
good, kindhearted girl. When I was a stupid old fool 
and wanted to marry you, you didn't laugh and treat 
me with contempt— ryou let me down gently, you broke 
my fall with kind words, and I haven't forgotten you for 
that, 

GwEN. You are so good, and I am so wretched. 

Led. Ah! here come your mother and father. I'll talk 
to them a bit; but you needn't run away. 

{Enter Lady Pettigrew.) 

Lady P. (gushing) My darling girl, I am so glad! 
(crosses to Ledger) My dear Mr. Ledger, I am the 
happiest woman in the world, except dear Gwendolen. 

Led. (drily) Glad to hear it. Yes, I think I'll man- 
age to make her happy. 

Lady P. Dear girl, I'm sure youCwill. There has been 
some stupid mistake. I understood Gwendolen and you 
liad quarrelled, and of course I could not influence my 
child. But I knew you were attached to each other. 

Led. Yes. (aside) Like a pair o' 'bus 'osses. 

(Enter Sib Pulke, r. 2 e.) 

Lady P. (aside to him) It's all right. 

Sib F. Ha! (crosses to Ijedger to shake hands. 
Ledges turns away — aside) I dislike the fellow more 
than ever. 

Lady P. And you are happy? 

Led. (gaily) She ought to be. 

Lady P. She ought, indeed! 

Led. Yes — (deliberately) — for I've just told her I 
.won't marry her. ^ 

4t 
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^*"^ %hYdeuce! Eb. what d'ye mean? _ 

?'"^P won't marry herf , ,, you borrowed 

hlT^^'^^" T^'yi^^'^"'^^^'B 
1.1 Well I've gambled as well I* J business to me^ 

sell roe y°}'Vheart for another man- 
^-sl^'?.'' ^ConS you. sir! ^^ ^„,,, « « 

LAPV P. ^--ff 7S) M^d^'e^ter cannot »arr^ 

P««P^'-- 3^1,, H.-B flve-and-twenty, and ibe ^orl 

fore him. ^ ^ . ^.„ n^t to Interfere; you =»« ^ 

Sir F. I must ask y" ""J jou^t do '*■ .°"'' "" 

g.?roe to---o^.^an ja« » ^«c>^, ^^ ,^ ch.ld, . 
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Sib F. (aside) If I could afford to kick the fellow 

Led. {aside) Shall I threaten him if he don't give 
in? No. 



{Enter Ghables and Molly. They look surprised at 
seeing the other.) 

MoL. (to Chas.) What's all this? 

Chas. Looks like a row. 

MoL. Oh, let's be in it! 

Led. (suddenly) Ha, I've 'it it! 

Sir p. Hit what? 

Led. (points to notice hoard) Do you see that? 

Sir F. Mere bluster. I shall have it removed. 

Led. Then you mean to fight? 

SfR F. To my last penny. 

Led. Bah! This bit of land ought to unite us, and it 
only Ir^eps us apart. 

Sir F. I wish it were wider. 

Led. Why can't we come to terms? You want money? 

Sir F. As a fish wants water. 

Led. You think your claim a good one; well, good or 
bp-i, sell it to me. 

Sir F. Eh! If you are serious — (aside) A thou- 
sand pounds might keep me afioat. 

Led. (tenderly to Gwen.) My dear, I want to make 
you a little present, and I'm going to give you *' No 
Man's Land." It has made bad blood between your 
father and me. With you for its mistress, all that, I 
hope, will end. 

MoL. (to Chas.) She'll be a landlord! 

Chas. How awful! 

GwEN. (to Ledger) You are so good. 

Led. Good? And I meant to md.ke your father a 
beggar, (gives her packet) Go and give him this, 
it's the purchase-money. Take it, my child, as the wed- 
ding gift of an old fellow who loves you dearly — and 
God bless you. 

Sir F. (aside) 1 called him a cad. By George, I'm 
heartily ashamed of myself. 

(Gwendolen gives packet to Sir Fulke.) 

GwEN. Father, dear father 

Sir F. (kisses her) I've been wrong, Lena, (opens 
packet) I see now. What's this? The mortgage deeds 
on the Warren, for the whole £30,000, as I live! 
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{Enter Claude, l. 1 e.) 

Clau. {to Ledger) You sent for me. 

Led. You needn't pack up your traps, my lad. 
(Claude, about to speak) There, there — go and beg the 
dear girl's pardon. 

MoL. {to Ledger) You darling old thing! I'm so — so 
glad to see you happy again! 

Led. Yes, Molly, a 'eavyish load is off my mind, and 
I'm thirty thousand pounds lighter hearted, accordin'. 

Clau. {to Gwendolen) But you told me you were 
pledged to another. 

GwEN. And if I did? 

Clau. {fondly) My darling, I'll never believe what 
you say again. 

Sir F. After all that has passed, what can I say to 
you? 

Led. Not a word. Sir Fulke; but to the young 'uns 
there 

Sir F. {going towards Gwendolen) With all my 
heart. 

Cha8. Here goes, {to Ledger) Mr. Ledger, such has 
been my unneighborly discourtesy — I should think I 
enjoy, and I certainly deserve, your warmest contempt. 
With this conviction, I ask your consent to my marry- 
ing 

MoL. Me. 

CiiAS. In the earnest hope that you will at once dis- 
inherit her, and so save me the reproach of a mercenary 
match. 

Led. Aha! You asking favours, too. Marry Molly? 
No, sir, certainly not. 

MoL. Papa, dear, he's so sorry, and I'll be very rude 
to him to make up. 

Led. By George, there's something in that. But 
what about Lackland? Well, there — take him. {to 
Charlie) You have given yourself airs, and I'll pay 
you off for it. I'll settle half my money on your wife. 

MoL. {in alarm) Oh, papa! 

Sir F. {aside) Gad! Half his money! 

Led. I want to spend some of it for the public good, 
so I'll rescue the Church from a bad parson. 

Lady P. {sweetly) My dear Mr. Ledger, I have a 
painful feeling 

Led. Something's disagreed with you. 

Lady P. {blankly — aside) What does he mean? 

Led. Pedigree is all bosh. The lad's a gentleman. 

Sir F. Of course. His father was one. 
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Led. But his mother wasn't. 

MOL. Pooh! birth's nothing. 

Sib F. Pardon me, it's a necessity of life. 

MoL. It's all nonsense. 

Chas. I'm not so sure. A man who's born to patent- 
leather boots is least likely to step in the mud. 

Led. Well, well, there's no mistake, we're all touched 
with the same weakness — this pride of birth. Don't I 
crow because I'm an Englishmanf 

Sir F. So do I. {heartily) Begad, Ledger, we agree 
at last 

MoL. Then the feud's at an end! 

Sir F. Dead 

Led. And Buried. 

(Led. takes down notice hoard and throws it at his feet. 
Then offers Sir Fulke Tits hand, which Sir Fulke 
grasps readily. Claude and Gwendolen on hank, r.,; 
Molly and Charles seated on hank, l., under tree; 
Lady Pettigrew seated c, as the 

CURTAIN 

Falls rather quickly. 
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201 My Husband's Mliror 
302 Yankee Land 

203 Norah Creina 

204 Good for Nothing 

205 The First Night 

208 The Eton Boy 
207 Wandering Minstrel 
308 Wanted, lOfX) Milliners 

VOL. XXVU. 

209 Poor PIkoddy 

210 The Mummy [Glasses 

211 Don't ForgHt your Opera 

212 Love In Lirery 

213 Anthony and Cleopatra 

214 Trving It On 

215 Stage Struck Yankee 

216 Young Wife & Old Um- 
brelia 

VOL. XX\TIL 
21T Crinoline 

218 A Family Falling 

219 Adopted Child 

220 Turned Heads 

221 A Match in the Dark 

222 Advice to Husbands 

223 Siamese Twins 

224 Sent to the Tower 
VOL. XXIX. 

225 Somebody Else 
2V6 Ladies' I^attle 

227 Art of Acting 

228 The Lady of the Lions 

229 The Rights of Man 

230 My Husband's Ghost 

231 Two Can Play at that 
Game 

Fighting bv Proxy 
^ vof. 5(XX. ^ 
233 Unprotected Female 
2.34 Pet of the Petticoats 

235 Forlv and Fifty [book 

236 Who Stole the Pocket- 

237 My Son Diana [slon 
2.3"^ Unwarrantable I n t r u • 

239 Mr. and Mrs. White 

240 A Quiet Family 
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2 AlariMing SaeriUcc 
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342 Sudden ThoUghU 
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VOL. XXXII. 
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VOL. XXXIII. 
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of f aeon 
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Love 

igC . 
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VOL. XXXIV. 

365 The Laat of the Pigtail 

366 King Rene's Daughter 
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277 Seeing Warreu 
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VOL. XXXVL 
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383 Dfck Turplu 
284 Young ScHmp 
385 Young Actreaa 
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389 All the World's a Sta.-- 
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393 Angel of the Attic 
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396 A Supper ia Dixie 
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599 Declaration of Iodei>«< J- 

300 Heads or TatU t*nc» 

301 Obstinate Fattiily 
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306 Care for the FidgeU 
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308 Much Ado AbootNothirr 
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310 WInnibgHaxard 
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VOL. XL. 
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314 Coukin Fannie 
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VOL. I. 

1 TTie Irish Attorney 
9 H"oti nt the Swan 
3 H..W to I'ay the Kent 
•J The Loftij uf a Lov«r 

6 Th.. Deacj .shot 
e Hi* Last LtK% 

7 The Jiivisible Prince 
c The Gol.len Farmer 

VOL. II. 
9 Pri.le of the Market 

10 l'g(-,l Ui, 

1 1 The Irish Tutor 
It Tlie barrack Room 

13 J,ui<e the Lat-orer 

14 Ik'ftutv and the Beast 
( 15 St. Pa'tri.k's Kve 
I 16 Cajjlalri of the Watch 

VOL. III. 
I 17 The Secret [ners 

15 Wl.ite flor»e of the Pep- 
ID The . I acohite 
20 The Bottle 
2-. Hoxaii.iCor 
2'J H;imh,»,2li,.K 
2:i Widow's Virtim 
'24 Kobert M.icaire 

i ^ VOL. IV. 

■25 Jfcret Si^rvice 
VO ' )iin)ibiis 
'J- Irish Li.)n 
2^ MiiidofCroiasT 
'20 The OKI (iu.ard 

30 Raising the Wind 

31 Siashor and Cr.isher 
H'J Naval Engagements 

VOL. V, 

33 Cocknies in California 

34 Who Speaks First 
■"^5 HombastL'R Kurioso 

36 Maobeth Travestie 

37 Irish Amb:ia.sidor 
oS Delicate (iroimd 
39 Tlie Weathercck [Gold 
4U AH that Glitter* is Not 

VOL. VI. 
41 Grimsliaw, Bagshaw and 

Brad^haw 
4'^ Rou>,'h Diamond I 

43 Bloomer Costnme 
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\OL. XI. 
81 O'FKinni^ui and the Fal 
b'J Irish I'...^t [ri^g 

83 My .NeiKlibor'»Wlfe 
M Irish Ti-er 

15 P. P.. or Man and Tiier 
^6 To Oblige Benson 
S7 Suite Secrets 

88 Irish Yankee 

VOL. xri. 

89 A CJood Fellow 

90 Cherry and Fair Star 
5*1 t»ale Bretrzelv 

92 Our Jemimv" 

93 Mi Her ^ M.^id 

94 Awkward Arrival 
95Cro-,singtheLine 

96 Conjuj'til Lesson 

VOL. xirr. 

97 My Wife's Mirror 
9.«> Lile in New York 
99 Middv Ashore 

»0u Cr.iw'.i Prince 
10! Two Qu-^^ns 

iiinpiiiy; Lptracy 
. - ..tiriifclied I'Titleinan 
I04I{ou^e D.g. 

VOL. xrv. 

105 The I»einoi> Lover 
lOti Matrimouv 
-- . In ari>l OiU of Place 
li'8I Dine witb Mv Mother 
l<i9 Hi-.i-n-a-tha ' 
no Andv Dlake 
111 Love in 'Tt; jtie. 

Romance under Difficul- 
VOL. XV. 
113 One Coat for i.' Suits 
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161 Promotion ["aPi?!! Cool m Cu . 

!?? & ,f^<^^l'^Ung Individ-I24v Sadden Th^'l . 
«t Shak«i,eare 8 Dream S44 A Blighlea h» - 
166 Lady of Bedchamber -46 A Lov*r hv I': . 

i127r?Vvv^" «f Little 247 Maid ^ith ih^ 
. vuLj. xaH. vor vvY 

16» Yankee Peddler vjjl. xx.X 

170 Hiram Hiremit 

X7I Double-Bedded Room 

172 The Drama Defended 

173 Vermont Wool Dealer 
lit PnlTf ^'r'"''*ou ^^' -'^ ivreatna of D.i. 

-fi T«HvTf!l 'V"^ Charac- -255 The Shaker L -. 
1 .6 Lttdv of the Lake (Trav) -256 Ticklish Tin.r. 



249 Dr. Dil worth 
2^0 Oat to Nurw 
*5I A Lucky Hit 

252 The Dowa^'er 

253 Metntnora i b' r'> 

254 Dreams of Del 



Vol. XXUl. 

177 Mad Does 

178 B.irney the B.aron 

179 Swiss Swains 

180 Bachelor's Bedroom 

181 A Roland for an Oliver 
18J More Bhuuiars than One 

1 183 Dumb Belle 
1^4 Limerick Bov 

VOL. xJcrv. 

185 Natnre and Philosophy 

186 Teddy the Tiler 



iJ Spectre Bridegroom 
8 Ma 



- Jatteo Falcone 
. ..1 .Jennv Lind 
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191 Ilappv Man 
19i Bets v" Baker 

Vol. XXV 

119.3 N'o. 1 Round the Comer 
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1 1 3 paui;!i ter [noritv 19-^ Object of Int-rest 

.^■•a At.' 1QA \x„ r..ii«_ /-..-I 



lib ^o.• or, the Cilorious All- 
Coroner's Inquisition 
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119 Family .I.irs 

120 I'ersonation 

\'0L. xvr. 
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1 122 \i.inning a Husband 
[123 i;>av After the Fair 

124 Make Your Wills 

125 Rendezvous 

126 My Wife's Husband ' 



r. l-'O .VI V »> 

^lj°''^'-127Mon.=k 
a Con- 123 i„i„tr 



4^.. Ki!,s in the Dark 
47 Twould Puzzle 
43 Kill or Cure 
' VOL. VII. 

49 Box and Cox Married and | , ,r. a i • iv - -• 
C>.i.id_ [Settled I.?? ^.f--^^)--- 

132Shvlock 



:.! (io-to-bed Tom 
5y The Lawyers 
63 Jack She'ppard 
C-i The Toodies 
55 The Moboap 
I 56 Ladie? Beware 

i VOL. virr. 

.'.7 Morning Call 

68 Popning the QuestioE 

55 Deat as a Post 

60 New Footman 

61 Pleasant Neighbor 

62 Paddy the Piper 

63 Brian O'Linn 

64 Iri«h Assurance 

VOL. IX. 

65 Temptation 

66 Paddv Carey 

67 TWO Oregories 

68 King Charming 

69 Pa-ca-hon-tas 

70 Clockmaker's Hat 

71 Married Rake 

72 Love and Murder 

VOL. X. 
^3 Ireland and America' 

74 Pretty Piece of Buiineu 

75 Irish Broom-maker 

7« To Paris and Back for 

jrjve Pounds 
77 That Biassed Baby 
7.i? Our G»l ,. 



To 

IS Stranger 

VOL. xvr I. 

129 Mischief-Making [Mine 



133 Si)oil^d Child 

134 Evil Eye 

135 Nothing to Nurse 

136 Wanted a Widow 
,_^ VOL. XVHL 
L37 Lottery Ticket 
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139 Is he .Jealous! 

140 Married Bachelor 

141 Husband at Sight 
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If] Aniina! Magnetism 

144 Highways and By-Ways 

VOL. xrx. 

145 Columbus 

146 Harlequin Bluebeard 

147 Ladies at Home 
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Frock 

149 Come«lv and Tragedy 

150 Opposite Neighbors 

161 Dutchman's Ghost 

162 Persecuted Dutchman 

VOL. XX. 

163 Muaard Ball 

154 Great Tragic Revival 

155 High Low Jack A Game 

156 A Gentleman from Ire- 
167 Tom and Jerry [land 

158 Village Lawyer 

159 Captain's not A-misa 

160 Amateurs and Acton 
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]<^6 My Fellow Clerk 
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198 Laughing Hvena 
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213 Anthony and Cleopatra 
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220 Turned Heads 

221 A Match in the Dark 

222 Advice to Husbands 

223 Siamese Twins 
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„_ „ VOL. XXIX. 

225 Somebodv Else 
2:6 Ladies' Battle 

227 Art of Acting 

228 The Ladv of the Llong 

229 The Rights of Man 

230 My Husband's Ghost 

231 Two Can Play at that 
Game 

232 Fighting bv Proxy 
„^ „ VOL. 5CXX. ^ 

233 Unprotected Female 

234 Pet of the Petticoats 

235 Forty and Fifty fbook 

236 Who Stole th'e Pocket- 

237 My Son Diana [sion 
2.38 Unwarrantable Intrn- 
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240 A Quiet Family 
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262 Alarnting Sa. rC- e 
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VOL. XX.XIV 

265 The Last of th. r • 
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26S A Devilish Gc<i.; , 
»«9 A Twice Tohl Ta^ 
270Pa»de Fascinnt 
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272 A Man Without :. L 

„ VOL. XXXV. 

2?3TheOHo, Part I 
»74Tne Olio, Part 2 

276TheTrumpet*r'iDr.. 
277 Seeing Warren 
«If £x'"*'*° Mountain B . 
279 That Nose 
" '^ Tom Noddy's Se.ri t 
OS, oi. ^V^- XXXVI. 

283 Dick Turpin 

2»2 Prettv Girl, of Stillk . 
W3AngeUf the Attic 
^* CircumstancesBiter«''a- 
MSKattyO'Sheal 
^96 A Supper in Dixie 

«^Ic&a?,?Sr- 
gJg^oKiSS^^l-. 

tS2S'v't"n*f''*-«"^^ 
3J3Th-at Rascal Pat 
304 Don Paddy d« Bazar 

VOL. XXXlY r.„>. 
305T«,M„cj,£f !,„•„„ 'y, 

310 WinnintrHaaard 

311 Day's Ksh.:;^''* . 
812 Did you ever $end vorr 

VOL. XL 
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